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THE RUDOLPH WURLITZER CO 


URLIIz 


RACE BESISTERLD 
LDS ai MY 


T ry Any 


Instrument 
in YourOwn Home 


‘OU may now have any Wurlitzer instrument for an ample 

free trial in your own home. Examine the instrument, 

show it to your friends, play it as much as you wish. No 

obligation to buy—no expense for the trial. We make this 
liberal offer because we want you to see for yourself the super- 
ior quality of Wurlitzer instruments. Noted musicians praise 
them for unusual tone quality, artistic workmanship and ease 
of playing. They are used in the finest bands and orchestras 
throughout the country. Wurlitzer instruments are the result 
of 200 years’ experience in musical instrument building. 


Easy Payments 
If you decide to buy, payments are arranged in small monthly 
sums. A few cents a day will pay for your instrument. By buy- 
ing direct you obtain genuine Wurlitzer quality at moderate 
prices. Special offers on complete outfits—velvet lined case, all 
accessories, self-instructor, etc.—all you need at practically the 
cost of the instrument alone. 


New Catalog 


The greatest musical catalog ever published! Over 3,000 
articles — every known instrument described and illustrated; 
many of them shown in full colors. Gives you lowest prices 
and all details of Free Trial, Easy Payment plan. All sent 
FREE—no obligation. Send the coupon today! 


THE RUDOLPH WURLITZER CO.., Dept. 1919 
120 W. 42nd St., New York 117 E. 4th St., Cincinnati 
329 S. Wabash Ave.,Chicago 250 Stockton St., San Francisco 
Send me, absolutely free, your new illustrated catalog. with 
prices and description of every known musical! instrument 
Also tell me how I may try any musical instrument in my own 
and pay for it in small monthly sums. No obligation. 


Name 


Address 


City State 


State inatrament in which you are interested. 
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No skull and 


crossbones on 
the Zonite Bottle 


Nose and Throat: Irritation in 
the throat or sneezing indicate 
germ activity, threatening a cold 
or sore throat. Check them at the 
start with Zonite. Advantageous, 
too, in cases of chronic catarth or 
sinus infection. 


In the Sickroom: The sick need 
especial care against germ life. 
Thermometers, crockery, glass- 
ware, etc., should be sterilized 
with Zonite. It may protect others 
in the family from contagious 
diseases, too. 


Feminine Hygiene: Poise and 
charm depend largely on health 
and cleanliness. Women value 
Zonite as a deodorant and in 
personal hygiene. Non-poison- 
ous and non-caustic—safe on 
the most delicate tissues. 


Care of the Baby: Zonite relieves 
the irritation of chafing or prickly 
heat. Disinfects insect bites 
scratched by baby hands. Doctors 
advise it in the enema. Use with- 
out fear—Zonite acts quickly and 
powerfully, but harmlessly. 


- 


Please send me free copy of the Zonite 
booklet or booklets checked below. 
D Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
0 Baby and the Nursery C Feminine Hygiene 
Please print name 


City.. 


Zonite Products Co., Postum Bldg. 8-20 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


(Jn Canada: 165 Dufferin Street, Toronto) 


kills germs (so does 
Zonite Ointment) 


t 


Skin Surfaces: Any break in the 
skin is liable to germ invasion, be 
it scratch, cut, blister or deep 
wound. Treat at once with this 
powerful germicide. Zonite takes 
the sting out of a burn, too. 


Teeth and Gums: Germs cause 
pyorrhea and gum or tooth 
troubles. Daily use of Zonite as a 
mouthwash assures protection. 
Recommended by dentists as an 
overnight disinfectant for dental 
plates. 


Complexion, the Hair: A fresh, 
unmarred complexion is a de- 
light. Pimples yield when treat- 
ed with Zonite. Use on skin 


eruptions. Excellent in the 
shampoo — Zonite kills the 


germs causing dandruff. 


ZLonite actually 
Powerful omy 
Non-poisonous 


True Stories from Real Life 


The Best True-Life Serials 
' What Has Gold Digging GotMe? . 18 ILivedaLlie .. . 34 
A Revelation of Beauty on the Auction Block Straight from the Heart fa a Gul Girl 
Men Who Have Kissed Me . . . The Intimate Love Life of a Beautiful Woman. 56 
The True-Life Stories 
The Prince Who Stole My Heart Away . 24 My Husband Thought She Meant Love . 48 
I Lived the Dream of Every Girl The Result of a Wicked Woman’s Smile 
The Cad Who Told . . . . . 33 No One Will Ever Know . . . 51 
An Experience from Hollywood Read This Before You Keep That Date 
He Won the Right to Win Me . 38 My Love Can See No Wrong . . 65 
And I Thought He Was Afraid to Fight The Story of a Girl’s Undying Faith 
His Second Choice . . . 44 A Broadminded Man —-— 72 
I Knew He Had Planned to Epo Could I Trust a Girl Who Tempted Me? 
The Best True-Life Features 
When Heart Meets Heart . . . 17 The Folly of Worry . . . . . 60 
A Poem, By Harry Lee By Rev. Harvey S. McClelland 
Why Married Folks Seek Adventures Seven Weeks in a Madhouse Helped 
in Love By William Johnston . . 22 - Me To Success By Maude M.C. Ffoulkes . 70 
Jealousy Will Never Wreck My Why I Had My Face Lifted . . . 76 
Marriage By Ellen du Pois Taylor. 42 A Wife Tries to Hold Her Hushand’s Love 
Who Is My Father? . . Love and Infatuation 
I Beg That He Come and Gein Me By Martha Madison 
Smart Set’s Gallery of Beauty . . 29 Film Fashions from Hollywood . 62 
Cover Design by Henry Clive This Funny World By Aleck Smart . 80 


Assistance and courtesy in the production of certain illustrations and photographic settings in this number were extended by Metro- 
Goldwyn-Mayer, pages 17, 18, 19, 24, 25, 38, 39, 65 and 79; First National, pages 23 and 27; Underwood and Underwood, page 50. 
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To Every Wife and Bride-to-be 


It’s Your Fault If Another 


Woman Steals Your Husband 
By JUDGE JOHN KOCHENDORFER 
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Discovere 


The Secret of Caruso’s 
. Amazing Vocal Power 


HIS IS AN AGE OF MARVELS. Wonderful scientific discov- 
eries have changed our mode of living and our mode of thinking. 


One discovery of tremendous benefit to all humanity is the discovery 
of the principle of voice control by Eugene Feuchtinger, A. M. 
His resulting system of voice development revolutionized old methods, and 


48 changes voice development from a little understood art to an exact science. 

More than that, it brings a Perfect Voice within the reach of every man and every 
51 woman who desires a stronger, richer voice for either singing or speaking. 

Prof. Feuchtinger’s method is founded on the discovery that the Hyo-Glossus 


muscle controls the voice; that a strong, beautiful voice, with great range, is due 
to a well developed Hyo-Glossus—while a weak or a rasping voice is due to under- 
development of this vital vocal muscle. A post-mortem examination of Caruso’s 
throat showed a superb development of his Hyo-Glossi muscles. But it required 
years of training under the old method to produce this development. 


You can develop your Hyo-Glossus in a much shorter time by Prof. Feuchtinger’s 
wonderful scientific method. You can take this training under the direction of the 
Professor himself, wherever you may live. And the cost is so low that itis within 
the reach of every ambitious man or woman. 


100% Improvement in 
Your Voice—Guaranteed 


Professor Feuchtinger’s method is far testify to this — many of them great 
simpler, far more rapid, far more certain vocal successes who, before coming to 
in results than the tedious, hap hazard Professor Feuchtinger, sang very poor- 


65 


72 


“The Songbird of the ages,” Enrico Caruso. The 
richness, the fullness, the beauty and the as- 
tounding power of hisvoice was due to the excep- 
tional development of his Hyo-Glossus muscle. 


10 methods of ordinary vocal instructors. ly or not at all, Among Professor 
76 His unqualified success with thou- Feuchtinger’s pupils are grand opera 
sands of pupils proves the infallibility stars, concert singers, speakers, preach- 
of his method. ers, actors and educators. 
Under his direction, your voice will be 
8 made rich, full and vibrant. Its over- 4 
tones will be greatly multiplied. You * 
‘ scovered t ti Hyo-Gl in voi e them clear, limpid and alluring. 
production, endl whose demons “Perfect Voice” You will have that is The Wonderful New Book 
system has developed thousande of voices. and compelling and so strong and “Physical Voice Culture” 
30 magnetic that it will be the marvel of 
> ssoci n e coupon below an da 
tee, you FREE this work on oul 
Professor Feuchtinger ABSOLUTELY to am, 
GUARANTEES an improvement of ook. and vou ae 
- 100 percent—a REDOUBLEMENT of ever by sending for it. You will do yourself 
your voice! If you are not absolutely this 
: a e e nr our career. 
Satisfied that your voice is doubled in Do not édey. Send the coupon TODAY! 
volume and quality, your money will A . 
be refunded. You are the only judge. | Perfect Voice Institute 
1922 Sunnyside Ave., Studio 20-69, Chicago 
You Do Not Know 
Your Real Voice Perfect Voice Institute 
Until you have tried the Feuchtinger sys- 1922 Sunnyside ane Suite 20-69, Chicago, Il. 
tem, you cannot know the possibilities of pend) pode washings; Will you please send me a 
your vocal gifts. Physical Voice Cul- book | Physical Voice Cul 
ture PRODUCES - well as — is no obligation on my part. I am interested in 
OPS the true voice. It corrects all strain 
and falsetto and makes clear the won- O Singing © Speaking  Stammering C Weak Veice 
t nism. Your throat looks 
like this. So did the throat of the great Caruso. derful fact that any normal person can 
Professor Feuchtinger's system of silent, scien- develop a fine voice if correctly trained. Name 
poy ames _— develop your vocal organ to Thousands of delighted graduates 
s stren, . 


Not-to-be-Missed—True-Life stories 
in next month’s SMART SET 


oor 


Who Would Marry Girl of My Kind’”’? 


A fashionable boarding school on the Hudson—the 
most select in America. Pamela, the loveliest girl in 
the school—a mystery to the other girls—with no 
visitors except occasionally a lovely and alluring 
woman—her mother. ... Suddenly a change of for- 
tune. Pam, seventeen, exquisite, romantic, is thrown 


“on her own” in a fashionable hotel lacking the ex- 
perience to judge the character of the handsome 
man who sends yellow roses to her room. .. . Must 
this sheltered, delicately-reared girl, because of some- 
thing for which she was not to blame, become one 
of those girls a man will support, but not marry? 


Could This Be Love? 


Does a girl need to have emotional experience to succeed as an artist? Is art so 
sacred that any departure from conventional standards can be forgiven in a singer 
or actress? .. . These are the questions which had to be answere 1 quickly by the 
lovely singer who tells of her metropolitan adventures in “Could This Be Love?” 


My Wonderful Christmas Gift 


If two men loved you — one old and rich, one 
young and poor; if the cards were stacked so that 
you had to marry the older one; if the wedding 
was to be at Christmas time—could you and the 
boy who loved you look forward to that Yuletide 
with joy? Here is the kind of true love story the 
whole world likes—full of tenderness and drama. 


I Know the Madness of Love 


A noted surgeon, who has passed through a heart- 
racking experience with a beautiful woman, tells 
frankly how his love affair came to a crisis in 
which, rather than give her up, he was willing to 
sacrifice the best friend he had—of how even mur- 
der did not seem too high a price to pay if by it 
he might keep her love. 


Vivid True-Life Serials 


When you read a SMART SET serial you find a complete episode in each 
issue— each installment a story in itself. In the January issue the girl who 
“I Lived a Lie” tells how she tried to win back the good opinion 
of the world after a mistake that usually condemns a woman. 
issue, appears a new love adventure of the noted beauty who is writing the 
series of amazing disclosures entitled “Men Who Have Kissed Me”; also 
that astonishingly frank Gold Digger reappears to tell even 
more startling truths about the hidden life of Broadway. 


confesses 


To Forgive is Divine 


Elsie Robinson, noted journalist, to whom men and 
women come in trouble, heard one day from an erring 
but repentant wife’s lips, a story that she can never forget 
—a story you will never forget when she repeats it to you. 


Looming up in the background of this true story is a 
husband who has discovered what few husbands placed 
in his situation would have discovered: the age-old 


truth that “To err is human—to forgive divine.” 


The Girl I Lost to Soochow Road 


An American girl, traveling through brigand-in- 
fested China, is pursued by a terrible fate wearing 
the mask of romance. An astounding revelation 
of the cold, calculating passion of the Orient. 


the Happiest Wife in the World” 


This married woman says she is tired of reading 
about unhappy marriages. “My husband is no 
angel,” she told the Editor,“there was a time when 
I wondered if his infatuation for another woman 
would separate us. But I found a way to make him 
love me as intensely as when we were first mar- 
ried—and I’m glad to share my secret with SMART 
SET wives.” 


In the same 


iiabinead SMART SET on SALE DECEMBER 1st- ALL NEWSSTANDS 
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Over $10,000 a Year 


$1,000 in 30 Days 


$7,286 Last Year 


13,500 First Year 


c. V. Champion of Illinois counts it W. Hartle spent ten lean years in F. G. Walsh was a clerk earning A. Ht. Ward was formerly a Chicago 
a “red letter day"? when he first read the railway mail service before $1,000 a year, and trying to sup- clerk, earning $25 a week. Within 
this remarkable book — *‘ Modern “Modern Salesmanship’ put him on port a wife and three children. He one year he increased his earnings 
Salesmanship.”" He says “It en- the road to big pay. He has earned had to do something. N. 3s. T. A. over $1,000 a month-—or to $13,500 
abled me to learn more, earn more, more in a week than he formerly training built up his income last a year! The book—‘*Modern Sales- 


and BE MORE!" To-day he is pres- 
ident of his company and his earn- 
ings exceed $10,000 a year! 


earned in a month—made over $1,000 
for thirty days! 


700 percent. 


year to $7.286—an increase of over 


manship"’—proved the first rung 
in his ladder to Success! 


~and They Started Reading 
azing Book! 


Now—For a Limited Time Only This Remarkable Man- 
Building, Salary-Raising Volume is Offered FREE to Every 
Ambitious Man! If You Ever Aspire to Earn $10,000 a Year 


This 


or More, Read It Without Fail. 


Where Shall 
Your Copy 


BOOK! Just seven ounces of paper and 
1 printer’s ink—but it contains the most 
vivid and inspiring message any ambitious 
man can ever read! It reveals the facts and 
secrets that have led hundreds of ambitious 
men to the success beyond their fondest ex- 
pectations! So powerful and far reaching has 
been the influence of this little volume, that 
it is no wonder a famous business genius 
has called it “The Most Amazing Book 
Ever Printed.” 

This vital book—‘Modern Salesmanship” 
contains hundreds of surprising and _little- 
known facts about the highest paid pro- 
fession in the world. It reveals the real truth 
about the art of selling. It blasts dozens 
of old theories, explains the science 
of selling in simple terms, and _ tells 
exactly how the great sales records of 
nationa ly-known star salesmen are 
achieved. And not only that—it outlines a 
simple plan that will enable almost any man 
to master scientific salesmanship without 


From $15 A Week To $7,500 A Year! 

“A few years ago I was working in a shop for 
$15 a week. When my factory ‘friends’ heard of 
my intention to become a salesman they laughed 
at me. Today these fellows are still working in a 
shop and I am making $7,500 per year. I can only 
speak words of praise for N. 8. T. A. for it offered 
me a position which I took and raised me from a 
$15 a week job in the shop to $7,500 a year as a 
salesman."" Cc. W. Birmingham, Ohio 


$100 A Week Increase! 
“When I took up the National Salesmen’s Tr: 
Association Course, I was selling shoes for $35 a 
week. Now I am earning an average of $135 a week. 
I attribute this remarkable progress to N. 8. T. A. 
rraining. James Jacobsen, Kentucky. 


ining 


We Send 
FREE? 


spending years on the road— 
without losing a day or dollar 
from his present position. 


What This Aston- 
ishing Book Has 
Done! 


The achievements of this 


NOW 
FREE 


remarkable book have already 
won world - wide recognition. 
The men who have 
creased their earning capacities as a direct result , of 
reading “Modern Salesmanship” numbered in the 
thousands. For example, there is EF. E. Williams of 
California who was struggling along in a minor position 
at a small salary. ‘Modern Salesmanship” opened 
his eyes to things he had never dreamed of—and he 
cast his loi with the National Salesmen’s Training 
Association. Within a few short months of simple 
preparation, he was earning $10,000 a year! ‘Today 
he receives as much in 30 days as he used to receive 


in 365! 

And then there’s J. H. Cash of Adanta. He, too, 
read “Modern Salesmanship” and found the answer 
within its pages. He quickly raised his salary from 
$75 to $500 a month and has every reason to hope for 
an even more brilliant future. And still they come! 
W. D. Clenny of Kansas City commenced making as 
high as $850 a month. F. M. Harris, a former tele- 
grapher, became sales manager at $6,000 a year. O. H. 
Malfroont of Massachusetts became sales manager of 
his firm at a yearly income of over $10,000 a year! 


A Few Weeks Then Bigger Pay 

There was nothing “different” about these men 
when they started. Any man of average intelligence 
can duplicate the success they have achieved—for 
their experience proves that salesmen are made—not 
born, as some people have foolishly believed. 

Salesmanship is just like any other profession. It 
has certain fundamental rules and laws—laws that 
you can master as easily as you learned the alphabet. 
And through the National Demonstration Methoa—an 
exclusive feature of the N. S. T. A. system of SALES- 
MANSHIP training—you can acquire the equiva- 
lent of actual experience while studying. Hundreds 
of men who never sold goods in their lives credit a 
large portion of their success to this remarkable 
training. 
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Free to Every Man 
If we were asking several dollars a copy for “Modern 
Salesmanship” you might hesitate. But it is now FREE. 
I cannot urge you too strongly to take advantage of 
this opportunity to see for yourself what salesmanship 
has done for others—and what the National Salesmen’s 


Training Association stands ready and willing to do for 
you. Find out exattly what the underlying principles of 
salesmanship are—and how you can put them to work 
for you. No matter what your opinion is now, “Modern 
Salesmanship” will give you a new insight into this fasci- 
nating and highly-paid profession. 

Mail the coupon now! 


Dept. W-26, N.S.T.A. Bldg., Chicago, III. 
National Salesmen’s Training Assn., 

ept. -26, 
Building, Chicago, III. 

Without cost or obligation you may send me 
your free book, “Modern Salesmanship” 


Name 

Address 

City State 
Age.. .. Occupation 
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....<A Daring Novel 
of London’s Bohemia 


.... and of a Woman 
who Fought a Devi/ 
in Her Soul 


ROBERT 
HICHENS 


author of 
“THE GARDEN OF ALLAH” | 


| 
in DECEMBER 
The Brilliant Contents Page of 


December Cosmopolitan includes: He £5 ts International 


ANNE DOUGLAS SEDGWICK 
PETER B. KYNE 


EDNA FERBER 
GOUVERNEUR MORRIS 
DON MARQUIS 


HOMER CROY 
KATHLEEN NORRIS On Sale November 10th 
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Season’s 
Smartest 
Styles 


Send only $1.00 deposit for 
SAY your choice of these latest 
be ) Fifth Avenue Styles. Beau- 
tiful material, exquisitely tailored in the newest 
mode makes either coat an outstanding value at 
our bargain price. See for yourself. We want 
you to decide in your own home. Send only $1.00 deposit 
now for your choice. You take no risk. Your deposit 
will be promptly returned if the coat does not meet with 
your approval. (See coupon.) Now read how easy it is 
to have one of these smart styles on our budget plan of 


months 
pay 


Yes, 6 months to pay! That means you send only a few dollars a 
month. Think of the many ways you can save those few dollars and 
never miss them—out of the household =e for instance. Won’t 
it be nice to surprise your husband with a beautiful new coat and not 


No 
C.0.D. 


Pe RAY 


have to ask him for the money. You can do it the Elmer Richards 
way as thousands of fashionable women are doing and be always 
dressed in the latest fashion. Don’t wait. Send only $1.00 deposit 
now while this offer lasts. If perfectly satisfied take 6months to pay. 


Send only $1.00 deposit with coupon now 


| 


: Elmer Richards Co. 
4 Dept. 1919 West 35th Street, Chicago 


I enclose $1 deposit. Send the coat I have checked below. 
If I am not perfectly satisfied I can return it and get my 
money back. If I keep it I will pay the monthly terms until 
the full price is paid. 


PLUSH 
No. C-13F Size. 
Black only 


$1.00with coupon $4.85 a 
month. Total price $29.95 


Silk Plush 


Richly Far Trimmed Bolivia 


Mandell Fur Trimming 


$1.00 with coupon $4.85 a 
month. Total price $29.95 


Only$1.00 deposit brings this dr 
coat of exceptional fine quality si 
plush which is rich in appearance, 
warm and serviceable as well. The large 
shapely collar and cuffs are of long haired, 
richly colored Mandell fur while the entire 

rment is warmly interlined and lined 

material. Furni: in only. Sizes 
34 to 44. Length about 47 in. 


Order by No. 
with ; t 
price on 


roughout with a prong 
a 


$29.95. 


(Be sure to give size and color wanted) 


State... 
PT 


7 


The rich elegance of this coat will appeal to 
every well dr woman. The material is 
of fine —s wool bolivia while the collar 
and cuffs are of richly colored Mandell fur. 
The sides are made in novel panel effect of 
self material attractively trimmed with 
rows of neat buttons. Entire garment is 
warmly interlined and fully lined with_silk 
satin de chine. Black or French blue. Sizes 
34 to 44. Length 47 in. 

Order by No. C-12F. Terms $1.00 with 
coupon, then only $4.85 a month. Total 

Bargain Price only $29.95. 


I 
| deposit 
AS 
| 
to 
Only One 
Coat to a 
4 Customer 
Send }\ \ 
for \ 4 
Free 
Style \ / \ 
| / { \ 
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An Everlasting Remembrance — Books for Christmas! 


By 
JAMES OLIVER 
CURWOOD 


His first historical novel. A romance 
of old Quebec and the best of its kind 
since Cooper wrote “The Deerslayer.” 


The 
BLACK 


HUNTER 


Illustrated by Arthur E. Becher Price $2.00 


By 
PETER B. 
KYNE 


A fragrant and colorful tale of the 
California Forests and their lovable 
rugged folks. A fascinating love story. 


The 
UNDERSTANDING 
HEART 


Price $2.00 Illustrated by Herbert M. Stoops 


Greater than “‘The Garden of Allah” 


‘THE UNEARTHLY 


This novel bares the soul of 
the popular leader in May- 

fair’s younger set, an ardent 
woman whose wiles had 
never failed to conquer. By 


ROBERT 
HICHENS 


Price $2.50 


Crowned by the French Academy 


A CHILD IS BORN 


An intimate journal record- 
ed from the soul of an ex- 
pectant mother. One of the 
most extraordinary books 
ever put on paper. By 


RAYMONDE 
MACHARD 


Price $2.00 


An Ideal Gift Book 


THE CITY OF 
THE GREAT KING 


Twelve gorgeous page illus- 
trations in full color by Amer- 
ica’s foremost illustrator alone 
make this book worth double 
its price. 
Pictured by 
DEAN CORNWELL 
Described by 


WILLIAM LYON PHELPS 
Price $2.50 


A Gift Set of Five Volumes 


The Complete Works of 
OSCAR WILDE 


The possession of these famous 
writings is a mark of distinc- 
tion. Beautifully bound and 
an education in themselves. 
Novels, plays, essays and poems. 


Sets of limp leather: $12.50 
Separately: $2.50 
In cloth(sets only) $6.50 the set 


Pubtshers @sinopolitan Book (@rporation New york 


BLACK HUNTER Geren ding 
peter 
KYNE 
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Pieces—Gennine Cut Glass 


pecial offer to those who 
FREE === hurry their Sa for the 77 piece 
ou outfit shown here:—7 


pieces by LASS: Pitcher of 2-qt. 
piece is clear, thin and dainty: ut decorne 


nsistit of 1 design with appro- 
riate fo ‘d number —soact quick. 


la 


— 


Cut —" FREE if you order now—at a price you could not equal in your home town even for 
spot cash. ship this complete outfit—84 pieces in all—direct to your home on 30 + ale trial 

for only $1.00 Mg beam Examine the quality, the beauty, the durability of each piece. 

ve are not delighted with the bargain, send the outfit back and we'll refund your dollar plu plus 
transportation charges you 


If you decide to keep the outfit, start paying enly $2.00 
$700 on month until you’vepaid ourrock bottom price—only $19. 
for the entire 77 piece ~ with the7 piece Cut Glass Set 
REE. 84.piecesin all—only $19.95—and almost a year to Where else can you find a bar- 


gain like that an on A. . liberal terms 


Outfit Consists of: Send Coupon NOW 


And, if t at 
fhe Genuine Cut Glass set is We have made up only a po: number of 
| free — pieces in all! combination ts for thie speci dal cale. 

nd the coupon qui while this offer la 
Pi Bluebird .00 deposit brings the outfit on 30 days’ 
Dinner Set aod peo Satisfaction guaranteed or money 


colors. Each back. ‘(We do not Ship C.0.D). 


e a 7- genuine cut FREE. to Rave tree 
dish, 9 in. diameter; 1 cream pitcher, lsu; ag pee i a fed Iam to return the Out: fit with t the 7-p 7-piece cut glass os sot within 30 
and cover (2 pieces); 1 Butters plete; ott bo bow!, @ days and you are to refund my money and any freight or express 
ue 77- Combination Outfit, No. 95. 


satisfaction Each 

Rogers, ists 0! knives 

6 teaspoons, sugar ebell, 1. butter knife. fanned roll: R.F.D. 


in. and 6 napkins, 18x18 in., made rable linen fished Shipping 
cotton in pure snow flake white that will launder beautifully. 
neatly scalloped with overia) stiteb in blue Poth tablecteth 


bave hand painted d of Bluebirds and Apple Blossoms in the 
color, absoli guaranteed fast Harmonizes perfectly with 


Nationality 


Dept. 1919 Chicago, Hl. Order wit $2.00 menting 


\S 
WSS 
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pieces-all for 
NN 
we) 
==; 
: plates Sin diameter: 6 fruit saucers bin diameter. 919 Chicago, ill. 
att 
|| 


MAGAZ 


WITHOUT 
MARRIAGE 
The Story of A Woman ™ |} 
Who Fled From | 
Cretlization 


: 


EVENTEEN DAYS after Smart Set magazine to vivid, throbbing, infinitely varied 


appears on the newsstands, another de- ROMANCE. 


lightful magazine comes out: the new, For instance—in December McClure’s (out 


revitalized WcCLURE’S — now devoted solely November 17th) appears: 


WITHOUT MARRIAGE by Elmer Davis 


A well-bred man and a beautiful woman, Ina tense, vivid, short novel, Elmer Davis 
who were neighbors in a fashionable West- __ pictures their flight from civilization and the 


chester community, drift together in Florida. astonishing outcome. 
Each has made a wreck of marriage. Each is 


lonely—each is hungry for romantic adventure, When you read Elmer Davis's amazing piece 
but both dread matrimony. One solution of writing, you will be glad you joined the 
offers itself —life together on a deserted Florida _— rapidly-widening circle of lovers of vital ro- 


Key—a primitive pairing. mance who buy —McClure’s every month. 


DECEMBER McCLURE’S—ON SALE NOW — ALL NEWSSTANDS 


10 


th 
th 
\ 
co 
§ 
fat 
|. 


Who was the Man in the 


Iron Mask? 


HIS mysterious prisoner on the ramparts of an island prison 


has always excited the most intense interest. 
the life which he exchanged for one silent as 
the grave? What had he done? Who was he? 
The dissolute life of a 
courtier? Or the devious ways of an intriguing 
Had some fair one in the hallowed 
circle of royalty loved not wisely but too well? 
Why during all these years has he remained the 


What was his past? 


diplomat? 


greatest of all mysteries? 


NONE DARED TELL SECRET 


Some believe that he was a twin or even elder 
brother of Louis XIV, a true heir to the crown 
hidden from the time of his birth. Others think 
that he was eldest illegitimate son of Charles II; 
or that he, and not Louis XIII, was the actual 
father of Louis XIV. Some have thought that he 
was the son of Buckingham and the Queen of 
France; others, that he was the son of Louis XIV 
and De la Valliére. To have revealed it would 
have cost anyone his life. The regent admitted 
when drunk that the prisoner was a son of Anne of 
Austria and Mazarin. Louis XV refused to tell 
Madame de Pompadour. Madame Campan stated 
that Louis XVI did not know the secret. De 
Chamillart on his deathbed declined to reveal the 
secret. 


MASKED—HIS FACE HIS SECRET 


In 1669 there was hurried across France a masked 
man whose identity was shrouded in mystery. 
Never has a prisoner been guarded with such vigi- 
lance and with such fear of his story becoming 
known. He was taken to an island prison where 
the governor carried his food to him; a confessor 
saw him once a year, but no other visitor ever laid 
eyes on him. He was always masked—his face 
alone would tell his secret. 


muffled moan, the splash, hurried footsteps. 
abridged translation of this series. 


What was 


He was well treated; supplied with fine clothing, 
books, and served from silver dishes. The governor 
stood before him uncovered, and addressed him as 
Mon prince. When the prisoner wrote messages 
on his white linen he was supplied only with black. 


He is not a myth, as is proven by letters between 
Louvois, the minister, and Saint-Mars, the governor 
of the prison. These are all written in veiled 
language; never once is he given a name. No letter 
mentions his crime or whether he had committed 
one. 


SECRET EVEN AFTER DEATH 


This horrible punishment ended when, in 1703, the most 
mysterious of all prisoners died and was buried in the dead 
of night, under a false name, and given a false age. 


His cell was carefully painted so that any message he 
might have written would be covered up, and everything 
he used was destroyed lest any clew might be left. Thus 
vanished a man whose name and identity was unknown 
even to his gaoler — some think even to the prisoner 
himself. 


WHY WAS HIS LIFE PRESERVED? 


What was the reason for all this secrecy? What crime, 
if any, did this man, evidently of exalted rank, commit 
that he should be buried alive for life? Why did the king 
reserve the life of this prisoner? Why did he not have 
him put to death? The subject becomes more mysterious 
as we investigate. 


LONG BURIED RECORDS 
FOUND 


The mystery has always terrified 
the imagination and excited specu- 
lation. With the nineteenth century 
came an opportunity to search long- 
buried records. Dumas did so and 
told the whole story in one of the 
volumes of the strangest and most 
curious set of books ever published 
which he called 


CELEBRATED CRIMES 


A collection NEVER BEFORE COMPLETELY TRANSLATED INTO ENGLISH of stories 
of the most sensational crimes; crimes prompted by illicit love, envy, ambition, religion—stories 
of poison plots, abductions, treachery, intrigue, and conspiracies, gleaned from hidden archives. We 
pass through secret passages, see lurking figures and the gleam of the assassin’s blade; we hear the 
It is the first and absolutely the only complete and un- 
Printed from the same plates as the edition de luxe, sold at $100.00 


ut 
a set, the edition offered is illustrated by Jacques Wagrez of Paris and beautifully bound with emblematic 
design in gold. 
None of the editions of Dumas contain these stories; and no set of Dumas is complete without them 
In igue. ;, ious while following the adventures of D’Artagnan in The 
in “ of a Licenti Court Three Musketeers. 
° In one volume Dumas tells us of the vices and crimes To appreciate their value you must see the books 
1S of that extraordinary family, the Borgias, that furnished themselves and read them. We will send you the books 
one pope and some of the blackest pages in_ history. for free examination. You may return them in five days 
1e We see the murderous, poisonous crew with their greedy and the examination will cost you nothing. If you 
craving for debauchery, titles, and gold. We watch the wish to keep them you may pay for them by the easy 
career of the beautiful but depraved Lucrezia. We monthly payments. 
see the intrigues of the mediaeval papal court— Just mail the Coupon to-day. At this especially low 
the murders, abductions, poisonings — drawn from price they will be quickly sold. Don’t miss this oppor- 
the chronicles of eye-witnesses which frankly call a tunity. Act at once. 
e spade a spade. 
; Nothing in the World Li q THE RITTENHOUSE PRESS, §.S.12-26 
e od Like This Estab. 1873; 18 Medals and Diplomas, 
Let Dumas tell you about the beautiful but indis- RitrennouseE Square, Philadelphia. 
creet Mary Stuart as Queen of France and Scotland, You may send for inspection, charges prepaid, 
)- her amours, her barbarous imprisonment and murder- the 8-volume set of Celebrated Crimes, bound in 


ous execution, one of the greatest crimes of history. 
You learn to know intimately the men and women 
whose crimes have contributed the tragedy to the 
history of the Old World. 


Examine These Books Free Name 
Address... 


dark blue cloth. I will either return the set in 
5 days or send you only $1 as a first payment and 
$2 a month for 7 months. 


Think of a fascinating series, of which only a few 
have had any knowledge, by Alexandre Dumas, who 
gave you your first real taste for European history 


ll 


TEN PERCENT DISCOUNT 


2 
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“Quick! Unlock 
that Door!” 


A MOMENT of hesitation—THEN THE F 
THING HAPPENED! is 
A sudden spurt of smoke and flame—a groan — 


the thud of a heavy body as the Constable 
lurched back against the cell bars—a strange 
bewilderment holding the others spellbound 
before the tempestuous fury of this girl— and 
behind the locked door Jim kent watehed in 
tense silence, every nerve alert, every drop of 
blood in his body on fire. 


Who was this ‘“‘girl of mystery”? What had 
lured her, alone, into the remote wilderness? 
Why should she, rich, educated, beautiful, 
risk her life to save a self-confessed murderer 
from the hangman’s noose? What strange 
story lay behind her own dark secret? 


To know the answer follow these people through 


their swift, wild, thrilling adventures—such as you 
can find only in the wonderful stories of 
JAMES OLIVER 


CURWOOD 


——WHOSE FAMOUS OUT-DOOR STORIES OF ADVENTURE, MYSTERY AND ROMANCE ARE KNOWN AND 
LOVED THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. NEW UNIFORM EDITION NOW OFFERED FOR THE FIRST TIME AND 
AT A SPLENDID BARGAIN. JUST SIGN THE COUPON WHERE THE ARROW 
POINTS AND RECEIVE A COMPLETE SET FREE FOR TEN DAYS’ EXAMINATION 


Here Are Worth While Books for 
Worth While People 


Books for You and Every Member of Your 
Family—Books to Read Over and Over 
Again with Ever Increasing Delight. 


\s Curwood lures you into his beloved Northland, you 
meet red-blooded heroes, daring heroines, mounted 
police, Indians, half-breeds, criminals, refugees, 
cryptic Chinese, mysterious and beautiful girls. As 
you witness a succession of dramatic and vivid experiences 
of life in its wildest forms, all flaming with the fire of the 
elemental passions of that rugged country, you feel that 
never was there such magic writing! 


As you are swept along in the irresistible rush of swift- 
speeding incidents, rough adventures, heroic moments, you 
realize that here indeed are books that will be boon com- 
panions for a lifetime. 


Read All About Our Marvelous Offer On The Next Page IN 
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Now Is Your Chance To Hit The Trail 
To God’s Country—With CURWOOD! 


For here, indeed, is a rare opportunity. Here, at last 
is your chance to get in permanent library form the 
great books that lift you from humdrum cares and af- 
fairs and carry you off to a balsam-scented wilderness. 


Here You Meet Real Men and Women 


Men and women who glory in danger, who laugh at death and fight 
their battles in the open—men and women of the Northland which 
Curwood knows as does no other living author. 


That is why every new book he writes is hailed by countless thou- 
sands of eager readers. Each year for the past six years he has written 
a book that has sold over 100,000 copies. No other author has such a 
record. That is why you have in store such a treat as you have 
never dreamed of. 


For Curwood is no “front porch’ nature writer. He had spent years 
and has travelled thousands of miles in that country where men battle 
against cold and hardship and lurking dangers, sharing their adven- 
tures, living their lives, inspired by one great purpose—to take his 
readers into the very heart of nature, that they may know and love 
it as he does. 


FIRST UNIFORM EDITION 
Special Low Price Short Time Offer 


And now—the first uniform 
Romance and Adventure is ready. 
facturers and Curwood himself have combined to cut 
down costs and sacrifice royalties so that we could 
offer this first edition at a price within the reach of all. 


CURWOOD’S Readers Number Millions 


That is why his stories are so real that millions 
of people thrill to them, feel themselves taking 
actual part in the breathless adventures with 
which his pages are crowded. That is why his 
stories have been translated into a dozen dif- 
ferent languages. 


Edition of Curwooid’s 
Publishers, manu- 


12 SPLENDID 
VOLUMES 
4000 THRILL- 
ING PAGES 


The River’s End 
The Flaming Forest 
The Alaskan 

God’s Country 
Kazan 

Swift Lightning 


That is why vou can’t afford to miss this amaz- 
ing opportunity to EXAMINE WITHOUT 
COST the following splendid books. 


Back to God’s Country 
The Ancient Highway 

The Gentleman of Courage 
The Country Beyond 

The Valley of Silent Men 
The Courage of Capt. Plum 


SEND NO MONEY —just sign the coupon where 


the arrow points and mail it today. Mnjoy these books ut 


This magnificent wilderness with its thousand 
hiding places for romance and mystery is not a 
remote piece of good fortune—it is yours to 
enjoy in the luxury of your own easy 


= Now is your great —r to 
breath the fragrance of the Northland, to ride 
swiftly through purple canyons, to tr: mp, hunt, 
fight and seek adventure—to feel the tonic of 


glorious outdoor life with red blooded men and 
women 


IMPORTAN 


Entertainment for 
100 nights if you sign 
the coupon now. 


our expense for ten days. If you do not find in them, 
recreation, relaxation, Nature lore and education 
rolled into one; if you do not consider that they hold 
more thrills for you than the best show you ever saw at 
the theatre; if you do not feel that they will make a 
valuable permanent addition to your library; if 
you do not consider them a wonderful bargain 


McKINLAY, STONE & MACKENZIE 
apt J-31, 30 IRVING PLACE, NEW YORK 


As this a edition will be snapped 
up quickly, we advise vou to ACT NOW! 
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then send them back at our expense! Other- 
wise keep them at our very low introductory ¢ 
price and on easy monthly payments. Ka 
£ McKinlay, 
Stone 
Dept ; 
rd 30 Irving Place 
New York City 
J ust Si gn <& YES, I would like to 
Ct examine free your 


beautiful new Uniform 


prepaid, 
plete set of 12 volumes, 
handsomely 


com- 
gold 
stamped and bound 
in cloth 

If at the end of ten days T am 


4 delighted to keep them in my library, 
oO ay A 'y will send you $1.00 promptly and 
fou $1.00 a month thereafter for only is 
Otherwise, I will return them at 
a your expense and the examination will have 
cost me nothing. 
Mr. 
Miss 


Address...... 


Occupation. . 


Business Address... . 


NOTE: If you are under 21, ‘this coupon must be signed by a 


parent, guardian or some other responsible adult person. 
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Are Children Goin to the 


Prize Winning Letter Writers 


OUNG people of today are no worse 
than the youngsters of any previous 
generation. 

That is the gist of the hundreds of 
letters Smart Set received in reply to its 
question—What’s Wrong With Our 
Young Folks? 

Last month the children wrote of their 
parents. Their criticism was kindly. In 
general it amounted only to the old cry— 
they don't understand us. 

Now the parents themselves admit it is 
their fault if their children are not all 
that could be desired. They accuse them- 
selves of not making the homes sufficiently 
attractive, of violating the law, of absorb- 
tion in their own pleasures. 


may be this headlong, plunging generation 
ust go on—perhaps another yet more un- 
bridled must come but the reaction is 
inevitable. Sooner or later a thoroughly 
sickened but cured group will take things 
into their own hands and youth will be 
put where it belongs—behind a fence of 
law and order, sensible food, hours that 
provide sleep for growth, lively but sensi- 
ble amusements, good books, plenty of 
freedom for growth but no license that 
mortgages the future. 


The second prize was awarded to Mrs. 
R. O. McAtee, of Enid, Okla. Here’s what 
she had to say: 

Boys and girls of today are excitement 


ness of mind and body today than of 
old. 

The difference between boys and girls 
of today and twenty-five years ago can 
be measured by the present way of living, 
Our children travel a fast life but they 
are only keeping pace with modern civili- 
zation, and what can we expect consider- 
ing the life some of us modern parents 
lead? We have only ourselves to blame 
for the existing condition of our boys and 
girls. They are just as strong of body 
and mind and good at heart as we were. 

They are given too much money and too 
much liberty in many instances. Too 
much is expected of their ability to judge 
the difference between right and wrong. 

fe expect too much of 
our schools and universi- 


“The trouble with 
us,” writes one parent. 
“We have given every 


thing, and have sanctioned 
license instead of liberty 
and have softened’ the 
moral fiber of our chil- 
dren.” 

“Boys and girls of today 
are excitement eaters,” 
writes another mother. 
“But,” she adds “the differ- 
ence is in the present way 
of living. They have too 
much money and too much 
liberty.” 

The parents of today 
realize there is no differ- 
ence between spooning and | 
petting. The spooning of 
25 years ago did no harm 
and they seem to feel that || 
petting is not serious. 

One of the surprising 
facts proved by the letters 
is that there is little dif- 
ference between the flap- 
per in New York City and 
the flapper in I:nid, Okla- 
homa., Apparently girls 
dress and act much the 
same whether they live in 
a city or a country town. 
That much, probably, is 
due to the automobile, the 
movie and the radio. | 

The first prize was won 
by Marad Serriov of Palo | 
Alto, Cal. His letter | 

| 


follows: 

Nothing is the matter 
with our children. They 
are just what we were at 
their age — headstrong, 
stubborn, fighting for room 
to expand. <An_ infant 
howls to develop his lungs. | 
Deny him an excuse to H} 
howl, he'll invent one for | 
by howling he grows. | 

Therefore the trouble is 
not with our children but 
with us. We have given 
everything they wanted not 
realizing that youth is a 
period to which discontent 
is natural and that surfeit 


Does Jealousy Kill Love? 


A PRIZE CONTEST 


Do YOU believe in Freedom? , 
| And do you BELIEVE in Freedom for the || of Mt 


| one you love? 


Or do you want to POSSESS, completely, the 
one you LOVE? 


Can there be love without JEALOUSY? 


On Page 42 of this issue Mrs. Ellen du Pois 
Taylor gives you her idea of how marriage can be 
made HAPPY. 


Do you agree with her? Have you tried FREE- 
DOM as a way out of wedded DIFFICULTIES? 


In the story, A Broadminded Man, on page 72, 
the old question of FAITH and TRUST rose to 
torture the MAN. 


SMART Set wants to know what you THINK 
| —~you readers old and young—about JEALOUSY 
_ and FAITH and LOVE. 


| Write a letter of not more than 300 words on the 
| subject Can There Be Love Without Jealousy? 


For the best letter Smart Set will give a prize rime 
of $15; for the second best, $10; for the third best, 
|| $9; and $1 for each of the next seven best. 
editors of SMART Set will be the judges. 
closes December 10, 1926. 
returned. 


For additional Prize Contests see This Funny 
World, page 80. 


No letters will be 


ties. Fathers and mothers 
should be more than mere 
parents; they should he 
pals and consolers. We 
should spend more time 
in council with our chil- 
dren, and teach them the 
value of virtue. 

Third place in this con- 
test went to T. H. Rayne 
Pleasant, lowa. 
His comments on _ the 


| situation are well worth 
| reading: 
War between the gen- 


erations is as constant as 
war between the sexes. | 
heard my grandfather in 
his old age say that he 
had heard his grandfather 
| in his old age say the 
same thing about “these 
| young people.” 

| 


It is obvious that the 
“sinning” of the present 
generation is different 

from that of any previous 
I generation, just as our 
styles are different, our 
moral standards and our 
etiquette are different. The 
modern generation is un- 
doubtedly search of 
thrills; the main quest is 
for a good time. I do not 
admire what they call a 
good time, do not approve 
of what they call a good 
time, but I am not at all 
sure that it is any more 
harmful than what I did 
a good time. There 
certainly was spooning a 
plenty even in my grand 


The 


father’s day, for I have 
Contest heard him talk about 
the old fashioned buggy 


rides. 

One striking reason for 
so much noise about the 
present generation is that 
they are all in the open. 
They simply do not give a 
hang. 

J The seven to each of 


only softens moral fiber. 
We have allowed the 
breaking of good old moral and _ social 
rules. We have sanctioned license instead 
of liberty, forgetting that youth needs 
some pricks against which to kick. 

I don't ‘know whether or not we are 
hardy-souled enough to fight our way to 
the front and grasp the reins again. It 


eaters. Petting parties seem to be the 
chief amusement, and they are dangerous 
to girls under eighteen. The intentions of 
petters of today and yesterday are the 
same. The difference if any is that a 
quart of our modern bootleg is often in- 
troduced for pep, resulting in more sick- 
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whom a one dollar prize 
was awarded are: 

Mrs. G. Jones, Washington, D. C.; 
Phoebe R. Hedrick, Kenilworth, Il; Ray- 
mond S. Iden, Mt Vernon, Ohio; May 
Moyers, Cheyenne, Wyoming: Mrs. John 
Neville, Homestead, Pa.; Mrs. H. L. 
Glassburn, Walnut, Mrs. V. E. 
Knight, Rockwell City, Iowa. 
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F RE ORDER 
5 Double Face 
Popular Records! 


Flood your home with music! Bring joy and happiness to the 
whole family! Here is your chance to get the New Mello- 
Phonic Phonograph at a saving of $25 to $30—and with it 
FREE, five double face popular records. 


Send only $3! Think of it—for the price of a good show you 
bring the world’s greatest artists right into your home. Then 
for just a few cents a day you enjoy Caruso or McCormick, 
listen to Sousa, hear the old time melodies, the best operas, 
symphony orchestras, or dance to the latest jazz. More than 
a year to pay—pay while you play. 


The New MelloPhonic is a regular $75 phonograph value! We 
offer it to you now for only $49.95, because we bought a large 
quantity and induced the manufacturer to make us a big 
concession in price. You benefit through our big buying power. 
Our savings are passed on to you. A bargain that is un- 
equalled anywhere! 


Rich, Full Tone 


Here is real music at its best! The rich, full tone of this su- 
perb machine will delight you. Soft or loud—each note is 
clear, sweet and mellow—almost as true as voice itself. The 
fidelity with which it reproduces each record will amaze you. 
You will say that the tonal quality is excellent. 


The beautiful cabinet is furnished in your choice of mahog- 
any or golden oak finishes. (Be sure to specify which you 
desire.) It is made of the best grade of selected hardwood, 
finished in a rich, lustrous mahogany color and polished, an 
attractive piece of furniture for any home. The oak machine 
is made of genuine quartered and plain oak. It has double 
doors, two shelves (which with bottom of case make room for 
three record albums.) The machine measures 41% inches high, 
19% inches deep, and 18 inches wide. Two needle trays and 
a full supply of needles are included. The high quality motor 
will play three ten-inch records without rewinding. 


30 Days FREE 


Send for 
this Big FREE Trial 
Book Permit us to send you this wonderful 


This book is filled from 
cover tocover with house- 
hold treasures—bargains 
all of them—all sold on 
easy payments—sent on 
30days FREE trial—every 
purchase backed bya gold 
bond guarantee. There are 
wonderful bargains in 
furniture, carpets, cur- 
tains, stoves and every- 


phonograph on 30 days FREE trial at our 
risk. Use it day and night! Admire its 
rare beauty—test its fine tone for your- 
self. Then, if you decide to keep it, pay 
in small monthly installments. If it does 
not please you in every respect—if you 
do not sincerely believe that it is a re- 
markable value, send it back to us and 
we will refund every cent you have paid, 


which we are 
sure willplease 
you. They are 


thing for the home. Sent ] jncluding transportati h Could FREE with 
to you without obligation every Mello- 
to buy. Mail coupon today. g 2 Phonic ma- 
a prompt advantage of the low price—save chine—aSpear 
. $25 to $30. Special. 
Order No. WA 10; price $49.95. 
Terms $3 with 
order, $3.50 
Monthly. 
President 
Spear &Co. 
+ 
Pittsburgh, Pa. Dept. S-807 
Home Furnishers to the People of America for 35 Yecrs 


These records are 
chosen by us from popu- 
lar hits of the day, and 
other desirable selections 


Zy 

—-) 
H 
H 


5 ten-inch y 
double records 


©1926 
Spear&Co_ 


a SPEAR & CO., Dept. S-807, Pittsburgh, Pa. 
@ Send me at once the MelloPhonic Phonograph as described above. Enclosed 
@ is $3 first ‘ging It is understood that if at the end of 30 days trial I am 
g satisfied, I will send you $3.50 mr~& Order No, WA 10, Price $49.95. 
Title remains with you until paid in full. 

Please print your name and address plainly 

if you want Golden Oak put an Xin this (|) 

if you want Mahogany put an X in this [) 


our shipping point is different from your post office fill in line below 


= 


$ 
She New MelloPhonic 

MORE 
YEAR || 
FREE © WITH ORDER 
| 
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Don’t let it become serious! 


S you probably know, certain 
harmful bacteria are constantly 
present in the mouth and throat. And 
unless proper precautions are em- 
ployed these disease germs may often 
get the upper hand and multiply 
more rapidly than nature can fight 
them off. 
At such times your throat becomes 


irritated—Nature’s way of telling 
you there is danger ahead. 


Particularly at this time of 
year everyone should watch 
the throat very carefully. 


—the safe 


The ideal mouth and throat protec- 
tion is the systematic use of Listerine, 
the safe antiseptic. 


Its regular use by the entire 
family, as a mouth wash and gargle, 
is an easy way to be on the safe side. 


Also, then you will be on the 
polite side in regard to that 
insidious condition, 
halitosis (unpleasant 
breath). — Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, 

St. Louis, U. S. A. 
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By HARRY LEE 


WED birds wait the Spring, my dear, 
To woo, and weave the nest, 
But oh, my dear, to human hearts, 
All seasons seem the best; 
- When heart meets heart, 
What matters it, 
Though petals fall, or snow; 
For love’s a shelter, oh, my dear, 
‘From all the winds that blow! 


The nests are empty now, my dear, 
The birds are on the wing, 

But oh, my dear, we need not go 
Afar, to find the Spring; | 

‘When heart meets heart, 

All fields are green, 

And all the skies are blue; 

There'll be no Winter, oh, my dear, 
So long as I have you! 
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The Story of a Girl 
Who Tried the Easy Way to Fame 


HERE are perhaps 15,000 girls or more, young 

and beautiful girls, along Broadway today who 

are playing the gold-diggers game. I once was 

one of them. What do we get out of it? How do we 
work it? How do we become gold-diggers ? 

| used to wonder, when | got my first job in a chorus, 

how some of the girls could wear pearl necklaces, dia- 


monds, sable coats, sport automobiles or take trips to . 


Europe in the summer on a salary of $40 or $50 a week. 
When I came over to 
New York from a little 
town in New Jersey to 
land a job in a show I 
was awfully green. I be- 
lieved should take 
Broadway by storm and in 
a few years be starred in 
musical comedy or be put 
into motion pictures. | 
imagined the stage was a 
golden door to meeting 
rich and handsome ad- 
mirers. 
But I hadn't been on 
the stage long before | got 
wise, maybe somewhat 
I set out deliberately to be hard-boiled. And since 
a gold digger and foratime what I'm telling comes 
I thought it paid. from a knowledge based 


on bitter experience it may serve as a warning to the 
countless girls who believe they can win stardom and 
luxury on their good looks alone. 

There’s nothing in the world today so much like the 
old slave market, where beauty was auctioned off on the 
block, as the show business. There’s no business so 
mercenary and heartless. The main drawing attraction 
of musical comedies and revues is the physical attraction 
and youth of the girls. Unless he wishes to invite 
bankruptcy, a producer is compelled to keep his eye on 
the box office. And he knows the male audience, upon 
which he depends, wants the girls young and fresh. Of 
an average of five thousand girls who come to New 
York in a season perhaps fifty stand a chance of being 
chosen for the ranks of the chorus. Of that number 
perhaps two or three may in time be advanced to leading 
roles and eventually become stars in the drama or musical 
comedy. The average career of a girl in the chorus of 
the better revues is three years; her limit five. [Every 
season you see them shading off, familiar faces dis- 
appearing for new ones. What becomes of the others ’ 


FOUND out, for | became a gold-digger, and for a 

time was considered successful. And in the end, as | 
shall tell you, I learned that gold-digging doesn't pay. For 
a time you have a beautiful apartment and a car, all the 
money you want to spend, and show off dazzling jewels. 
But you find that men’s generosity is more fickle than 
their affections, and when you touch their purses you 
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cA Startling Revelation 
of Beauty on the Auction Block 


harden their hearts. How can a man really love any 
girl who is out to work him for what she can get? 
Mostly, it’s a game to get the best of each other between 
the man and the girl. In the end the man always tires, 
and the more he is made to pay the quicker he wearies. 
Sooner or later we are bound to get mixed up in some 
scandal. That hurts us with producers; we lose our 
jobs or can get engagements only in shabby productions. 


OR a season or two I was considered one of the pret- 
tiest girls in a famous chorus. [! didn’t have the 
makings of a star, as I had little if any real acting talent, 
and only a passable voice. But I was young, only sixteen, 
bloomingly fresh and, as my mirror showed me, radiantly 
attractive. I was put in the lead of the beauties. 

My mother, who had sent me to New York on her 
earnings as a seamstress died of the “flu” two months 
after I had made my first stage appearance. I had been 
her pet, and she had fondly dreamed of a great future 
for me. My sister was the “ugly duckling” of the family, 
but if Agnes was plain she had a heart of pure gold. I 
had actually pitied and looked down on Agnes when she 
married a man in the plumbing business. But, the $40 
I earned each week was more than eaten up by room 
rent, laundry, clothes and food and I don’t know how 
I’d have gotten along that first season if it hadn’t been 
for the five or ten dollars my sister occasionally sent to 
me. I cannot see how any chorus girl can get along who 
goes straight. A chorus girl must always look her 


best, wear good clothes, employ the hairdresser and mani- 
curist, and make a show of appearance; as soon as she 
looks seedy it’s good-bye with the managers. Her upkeep 
is necessarily more costly than that of a stenographer. 
But I had determined to go straight. If I was to get 
the things I wanted, I determined it should be through 
marriage. 

In the chorus of the revue in which I worked 
was a girl who called herself Claire de Vere. She 
had been in the show for 
three successive seasons, 
which was proof of her 
exceptional blonde beauty. 
It was no secret: that the 
owner of the show had 
been sweet on Claire the 
first season. As a result 
she was exploited as the 
most beautiful girl in 
America, the most nearly 
perfect approach to the 
Venus of Milo standard 
of beauty, in press stories 
concocted by the cleverest 
press agent on Broadway 
and in feature articles in 
the Sunday newspapers. Sooner or later we gold dig- 
She had the longest and gers are bound to get mixed 
choicest list of _ tele- up in some scandal. 
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phone numbers of any girl in the show. She had a lux- 
urious apartment on Riverside Drive, where she gave 
wild parties, and had an automobile; she possessed a 
necklace of picked pearls, diamond rings and a chin- 
chilla coat. Her salary was $65 a week. 

One night, as we were making up for the second act, 
the doorman brought in to our dressing room a note 
for Claire. When she opened it a hundred dollar bill 
dropped upon the dressing table. 

“Well, of all the nerve! What does that sap think 
I am!” Claire took up the crisp orange-colored note 
and held it between thumb and forefinger with an ex- 
pression of supercilious disdain. “The gink from 
Boston sends in a hundred dollar note and wants me to 
meet him for supper after the theater. What kind of a 
girl does he think I am!” 

All the girl's eyes fastened upon that tempting note 
with envious rapacity. “Here gimme a pencil!” 

“What are you going to do, Claire,” gasped Lucille La 
Motte, passing a pencil. “You ain't going to send it back ?”” 


Scratching on the bottom of the notc. Claire read 
aloud as she wrote, “Please understand I'm not that 
kind of a girl. I never meet strangers.” Folding the 
bill in the note, she gave the envelope to the grinning 
doorman “That for that. And now we'll see what we'll 


Claire’s flinty blue eyes sparkled. “I know some- 
thing about men, and I learned about men from men. 
If you want to get along in this game you’ve got to set 
a standard at the beginning. What’s a hundred bucks to 
me? It would hardly pay for my perfume. The trouble 
with most of you girls is you’re only too quick to grab 
what a man offers you. Just wait.” 

We didn’t have long to wait. After Claire had 
actually returned that bill to her unknown admirer from 
Boston, there was probably nothing that would have 
held him back. In the end the return of the hundred 
cost him actually upwards of $250,000. 

Claire had learned from bitter experience, as most of 
us do. Toward the close of her first season, when she 
was being featured as the prize beauty of the famous 
chorus, Claire had eloped to Connecticut with a hand- 
some young sheik who had told her he was the son of 
a Detroit automobile manufacturer and a quarter-back 
on the Yale football team. The newspapers carried 
stories of the romance of the chorus girl and the heir 
to millions, whereupon the Detroit plutocrat denied the 
boy was his son. He admitted he had never even been 
to Yale. He was crazy about Claire and had lied to win 
her, but he didn’t have enough money to pay the hotel 
bill for their honeymoon. When the denial of his 
paternity was published, Claire cut the honeymoon short. 
She paid the taxi fare back to New York, returned to 
the show and promptly got a divorce. 

“Since then, when a man tells me he loves me I want 
to see the size of his roll. Men are liars most of the 


The male audience, 
upon which the 
producer depends, 
wants the chorus 
girls young and 
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time, and after ten at night they’re liars all the time.’ 


_ Claire’s admirer from Boston admitted he was 
married. JI met him at a supper party Claire invited 
us girls to one night. A somewhat elderly dignified man 
about town from Boston, whose father-in-law was head 
of the Boston branch of one of the ‘biggest banking 
corporations, 
and who de- 
veloped for this 
butterfly of the 
footlights one of 
those curious in- 
fatuations to 
which elderly 
and dignified 
men are prone. 
A great deal has 
been written 
about women’s 
‘‘dangerous 
age.” Somebody 
should write 
about the follies 
of men in their ; 
dangerous age. (i 
It’s among these ; 
we find our 
richest pickings. 

Claire always 
played the in- 
genue with the 
old boys. At 
the first rendez- 
vous to which 
she consented 
with the Boston 


There is nothing 
in the world to- 
day so much like 
the old slave mar- 
ket, where beauty 
was auctioned off 
on the block, as 
the show business. 


admirer she wept, she told us, over the insult implied 
in that offer of a hundred dollars. What could he 
have thought of her? Contrite and abashed, he tried to 
mend the hurt to her honor and console her lacerated 
feelings. In one week he bought her, actually, $25,000 
worth of very beautiful jewels. [Continued on page 90} 
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William Johnston, who studies men 
and women as most of us study books. 


Seek 


Adventures Love 


OMANCE, according to the accepted American 
theory, should terminate with matrimony. The 
pleasant love-adventurings that make youth en- 

joyable are banned once either a man or a woman has 
ascended the steps to the marriage altar. 

In practice, as every observing person knows, many 
American husbands, and not a few American wives con- 
tinue their search for romance. At the philandering 
husband, society for the most part merely winks, but the 
flirtatious wife is more likely to be scowled at, or at 
least have things said behind her back. 

We Americans, however, really are almost hypocriti- 


cally absurd in the attitude we take toward the conduct 
of husbands and wives. In England a married man has 
his woman friends as a matter of course, and his wife, 
no matter how far his wanderings lead him, can do 
nothing about it, a divorce being obtainable only if she 
can prove cruelty. A Frenchwoman is reared to the 
understanding that all husbands will find other firesides 
entertaining. In Italy and other parts of the continent 
no man would consent to marry if it involved inter- 
ference with his freedom to seek romance where he 
chose. 

While there are no available records of the conduct 
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WILLIAM FOHNSTON Turns the Spotlight 
on Philandering Flusbands and Wandering Wives 


of married people in America, 
save such as reach the divorce 
courts, the very commonplaces of 
conversation reveal that we are by 
no means as hide-bound in observ- 
ing the conventions as we would 
like people to believe. Often and 
often you hear such remarks as 
these, “All men are natural polyg- 
amists.”” “Nearly every man that 
can afford it has two households.” 

As a matter of fact, it prob- 
ably is true that the only time 
when monogamy appeals to the 
masculine mind as the ideal exis- 
tence, is just before and just after 
that moment when some slip of a 
girl stands beside the man at the 
marriage altar. 

In most marriages the romantic 
illusion that sets the bride apart as 
the only woman worth while 
seldom lasts longer than the con- 
ventional honeymoon period. 
Naturally every husband, when his 
wife reads this and asks if this 
statement is true in his case is 
going to deny it emphatically. He 
will tell his wife that it is all 
tommy-rot, that there may be 
some, husbands who wander but 
that as far as he is concerned, she 
is the only woman in the world, 
and that since she came into his 
life he never has given another 


woman a thought or a glance. . 


That’s a way all husbands have. 
It is a necessary measure if they 
are to keep on being happily mar- 
ried. 

But I defy any husband to look 
me in the eye and tell me that there 
never has been an occasion since 
his marriage when he has not been 
interested in some other woman, 
at least mentally. Lots and lots of 
times husbands wish for romantic 
adventures, but are afraid to 
undertake them, or else the op- 
portunity never comes. 

And if you ever have stopped to 
analyze the attitude of the Amer- 


ican wife toward her mate, you . 


will discover that while every wife 
hopes her husband is interested 
in her alone, she only half believes 
it. Let any husband be an hour or 
two later getting home than usual, 
and he will face a battery of dis- 
trustful questions: 

“Where were you? What kept 
you? Whom were you with? 
What were you doing? Why 
didn’t you telephone?” 


Husbands are 
incurably, but 
secretly, roman- 
tic and they go 
abroad eager 
for adventure. 


Practically all husbands, I am 
convinced from’ observation, have 
inclination for undertaking fur- 
ther romantic adventures and I 
suspect it is equally true of wives. 
In undertaking to analyze the mo- 
tives that sponsor these desires, let 
us consider the matter first from 
the husband side of it. 

The first reason is a_ revolt 
against routine. 

I found the idea well expressed 
in a bit of British verse, written 
evidently by a married man who 
dared to sign it only with his in- 
itials—W. S. J 


Jones goes each day to Mincing 


ne, 
Tube, office, chop at one, 
Office once more, and tube again, 
And Jones’s day is done. 


Comes dinner, evening paper and 
Eight hours beside his wife, 
Breakfast and tube; one day may 

stand 
For Jones’s yearly life. 


Every average American hus- 
band will recognize in that a good 
picture of his life. Home, work, 
home again, day after day. If he 
is a commuter he may try to get a 
thrill out of watching a garden 
grow. 

Once in a while, his wife sens- 
ing his growing restlessness, may 
begin to contrive variety. The 
trouble is that few wives have any 
conception of the kind of variety 
that appeals to husbands. She is 
just as likely to invite her mother 
to come for a month’s visit, or to 
suggest having the Briggs family 
in for dinner and bridge. 

Most of the time the restless 
husband, in a futile effort to 
escape fireside monotony, right 
after the evening meal, will say, 

“Come on, let’s go to the 
movies.” 

But don’t think that this will 
quench his thirst for romance. As 
he sits watching handsome gentle- 
men making conquests of beauti- 
ful strangers, it only whets his 
discontent. Seldom does his wife 
suspect as they saunter home- 
ward and she says, “Good bill to- 
night, wasn’t it?” that his grunt of 
seeming approval masks a seeth- 
ing caldron of discontent within 
him be- [Continued on page 104] 
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Aunt Martha sud- 
denly 
She stared at me, 
at the Prince. His 
Highness didn't 
flicker an eyelash. 
The look Aunt 
Martha gave me 
was terrible. 


The 


AM the sweetheart of a Prince. We fell in love 
with each other, out at my Aunt Martha’s house on 
Long Island, and some day I am going to be a Queen. 
Yet I was only a little poor relation and of, course, 
Aunt Martha wouldn't have invited me down to her 
beautiful home when she did, if she had known that the 
Prince was coming then. But I'll tell you how it hap- 
pened. 
I was brought up in Cherry Vale, a pretty little village 


24 


on the Hudson, with one church. Father was the 
minister until they retired him; and then we went to 
live in the little parsonage they gave father for life. 

Aunt Martha is father’s rich sister. She decided that 
there wouldn’t be any future for me in Cherry Vale. I’d 
just grow up a poor minister's daughter, and be an old 
maid, and a dependent. That’s how she came to ask me 
down to visit her. She intended to send me to a business 
school, to learn to be a social secretary. 
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Heart Away 


But that was before the Prince came and changed it 
all. I'll never have to be a social secretary now. 

Aunt Martha sent me a big boxful of Cousin Millicent’s 
clothes. Cousin Millicent is a big splendid creature, 
dark and glowing. I am slight and blonde and my face 
is little and heart-shaped. Mother had to cut her clothes 
down to fit me, but such clothes; cerise chiffon, flaming 
orange, lovely colors for a brunette like Millicent. When 
I saw myself in those dresses I danced for joy. 


This Little (Cinderella Lived the 


DREAM 


of 
Every Girl 


Millicent’s slippers were too big for me; but I could 
wear them if I stuffed out the toes. 

Mother got me ready and packed my clothes in grand- 
mother’s old trunk. Grandmother bought it when she 
went to China to be a missionary. It is horsehair with 
her initials on top in brass tacks, the same as mine, 
E. S. F. Edna Sweet Flower! The Flowers are an 
old New York family and mother was a Sweet. Mother 
cried when I came away, but father said: “It’s the 
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his friends, came to me. 


chance of a lifetime, Wife! And so kind of Martha!” 
Aunt Martha was a Flower until she married Uncle 
Jeff (this is family history!) now she’s Mrs. Jefferson 
Townsend. Aunt Martha had family and was pretty, and 
Uncle Jeff had money. So it was an ideal match. 

Aunt Martha had sent me a ticket and father drove 
me over to the train in the buggy, behind our old horse, 
Miriam. And that’s how I came down to Aunt Martha’s. 


HAT very day the Prince arrived also. Aunt Martha 

forgot | was coming in the commotion so I had to 
walk up from the station. The Prince’s visit was so un- 
expected! Aunt Martha had placed her house at his 
disposal long ago. And, now, by a sudden change of 
royal plans, he cabled that he was coming for a visit 
of five days. That is the way with a Prince. The whole 
world is his, country houses, far mountains, wide seas and 
all the lovely ladies on earth. He has only to reach out his 


As I waited, trembling thrilled on the tower that mght the Prince, escaping from 
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hand and pluck whatever he happens to want! 

Oh such a state of panic as Aunt Martha’s 
house was in when I arrived. The Prince was 
due in half an hour. A maid took me to my 
room. Aunt Martha ran in and gave me a 
peck on the cheek. She hoped I appreciated all 
she was doing for me. She couldn’t see me 
again until the Prince had gone. 

I asked if I could see Cousin Millicent. Aunt 
Martha said that Millicent was in the hands of 
the maids, but I might peep in. Millicent is 
twenty. She came out last year; then she 
went abroad and was Presented. She’s a great 
heiress and bound to make a splendid match. 
Hearing about Millicent is just like a fairy 
tale; such jewels and gowns; a flock of cars; 
a yacht named “The Millicent ;” a racing stable. 
Everything in the world. 


HEY let me step into her room. She stood 

in front of her mirror. The modiste was 
there, touching her gown here and there. And 
such a gown, a fluff of flame chiffon caught at 
one side with silver. Very simple for after- 
noon tea. The modiste had pins in her mouth; 
but she said something about international 
alliances, “the time was ripe for an American 
girl to sit ona Throne.” At this Aunt Martha 
looked immensely pleased ; and Millicent lifted 
her beautiful head and turned imperiously to 
Aunt Martha and me, just as if she were 
already upon a Throne and we her slaves and 
vassals. Then Aunt Martha said: “Edna, you 
may go back to your room.” 
I went through the hall. At the top of the 
grand staircase hung a portrait of the 
Prince, done by a great artist. The 
Prince was dressed just like a Prince, 
robe, scepter, knee breeches. But it 
was his face! Such a strong face! 
Eyes the deep blue of the mountains ; 
hair the dark brown of the woods; the 
mouth like a proud red flower. I 
stood before it with my hands clasped, 
pretending that he was alive and stand- 
ing there. I made believe that he 
touched me with his scepter and said: 
“Arise, Princess Edna! I make thee 
my bride!” That is the way the 
Prince proposes in the fairy story and 
he looked just like a splendid bold 
fairy Prince. Would Aunt Martha 
ever let me see the Prince? 

I went sadly to my room. Aunt 
Martha's house is like a great letter T, the top crosspiece 
of the T facing the lawns, a wide front, like an English 
Castle, rising three stories with a Tower on top. The 
bottom of the T was the extension, where my room was. 

From my windows I could see the rose gardens, 
arbors, summer houses and the lake, but I was at the 
back of the house, and I wanted to see the Prince arrive. 
Mother says that is the trouble with young girls. You 
never can tell exactly what they will do next. I felt 
that I must see the Prince arrive, or I would die! In 
the middle of the house the Tower rises high. I knew 
how to get up in the Tower and it was my chance to see 
the Prince, so I opened the Tower door and dashed up the 
stairs.. One of the Tower windows opens like a door. 
I flung it open and stepped out. There is a narrow 
balcony with a railing running around it. I leaned over 
the railing. I was just in time! Far down I could see 
the flash of the cars, the gleaming figure-head of silver 
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catching the light. Ahead rode the motor-cycle escort. A 
cordon of secret service men was drawing itself around 
Aunt Martha’s estate for miles. Then came a beautiful 
car with the Prince in it. Then cars and cars, the Prince’s 
retinue, just like a fairy story. 

The Prince sat all alone in that great shining car, a 
stalwart splendid Prince. He had taken off his hat 
and the sun caught his tawny hair. I could almost get 
the deep flash of his eyes, high up as I was in the 
Tower. It gave me a romantic thrill to be in that high 
Tower, far above the rest of.the house, peeping over 
that iron railing. I imagined that I was a beautiful 
sad-eyed Princess imprisoned there. And here was the 
Prince and his knights coming to rescue me. 

When the Prince’s automobile was almost underneath 
the Tower I did an impulsive thing. I leaned way out 
over the Tower railing, so I nearly lost my balance. The 
Prince was looking up and I waved my handkerchief. 
It must have looked strange to the Prince, gazing up at 
the Tower, to see mv vellow fluff of hair against the sky, 


and my handkerchief waving like a banner in the air. 

He saluted! Just a touch of his open hand, palm down, 
to his forehead. And, then, he was out of sight under 
the porte cochere. 

But I had seen the Prince! 

I went quietly down stairs to my room. The house was 
all astir. The Prince was in the drawing-room having 
tea. Millicent was pouring. The maid who brought up 
the tea tray that was to be my dinner told me.‘ She was 
afraid I would be homesick. But how could I be? I had 
seen the Prince. I had waved my hand at him, and he 
had saluted! I ate my jam and bread and butter, all the 
sweets, pretending that 1 was a Queen sitting in the 
garden eating bread and honey. 

Later while they were at dinner I stole down. Aunt 
Martha had told me to stay in my room, but how could 
I with so much going on down stairs? I went down the 
side staircase, three flights to the side veranda. Through 
the long French windows I could see the Prince. He 
sat at Aunt Martha’s right, Millicent next. A lady of 


I found a little pool with water-lillies on st. I seated myself on the curbing and I dreamed of the prince. 
Then I took clay and molded a head of him. 
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the Prince's party at Uncle Jeff’s right. I could see the 
Prince smile. Oh, such a smile! He was speaking. | 
couldn’t hear but each word must have been wonderful. 

I looked around. Great paths led from the house, 
each terminating in a summer house, an arbor or a 
statue. I followed the one at the right because it lay 
right under the Prince’s window. It was- bordered with 
tall box. Beyond were tall bushes and a steep bank. 
Below, nearly hidden by the brush, was a little pool, with 
water-lillies on it. I seated myself upon a stone and 
dragged my hand through the cool water of the pool. 

‘ The Prince had finished dining now. I could imagine 
him at the dance which was to follow. 

The earth alongside the pool was violet color. I put 
my fingers in it and dug out a handful, delighted to find 
that it was clay. I had made statuettes in school. I 
loved to model. I modelled a head of the Prince in that 
clay, working at it in the starlight until it was finished. 
Then I hid it in the rocks where no one would find it. 
By that time it was very late. I was afraid someone 
would see me, so | walked behind the box in the deep 
shrubbery. The night was dark and the far lights in the 
grounds had gone out. The drawing-room lay dead, but 
up-stairs the windows gleamed and the Prince’s window 
was bright. I crept close to the house and crouched low 
in the trees looking up at the Prince’s windows. The 
lights flashed out. I stood motionless. And, then, the 
most marvelous thing happened! [t was just like a fairy 
story, the Prince looking afar for his Princess. 


OR the Prince came to the window. He stood there, 

one hand against the casing, looking out. His eyes 
wandered over Aunt Martha’s grounds as if searching 
for something he had not found. 

Until he left the window I dared not move. Then I 
slipped into the house. A sleepy butler spoke to me, but 
| reached my room safely and went to bed, to dream of 
my Prince, to pray that the cordon of secret service men 
would hold him in safety all through the night. 

The maid who brought in my breakfast tray at nine 
was full of news. The Prince had wakened early. He 
had expressed a desire to visit the Tower and Millicent 
was going to take him up. What a chance to meet him. 
| hurried through my breakfast and climbed the Tower 
stairs. I would see him close by if I died for it! 

They came along soon. I heard them laughing, Milli- 
cent and the Prince and others. And suddenly, I was 
frightened. What would Millicent say if she caught me 
up there? I was supposed to be in my room. I must 
hide. I opened the narrow door leading out on the little 
balcony and stepped out. I had just time to flatten my- 
self against the tower wall when they reached the top. 
The Prince’s laugh was deep, like a silver bell. I heard 
him ask Millicent if he might step out on the balcony. 
| heard the narrow door creak open. And, then, I nearly 
pitched forward over the railing, for the Prince was 
standing by my side. 
Suppose Millicent should step out. 
thing. 

I put my finger to my lips: “Hush-h!” 

The Prince’s eyes flashed steel. He pulled the little 
door shut behind him and held it. 1 was so thrilled! 

The Prince spoke very low: “Do you come up here 
often?” 

My mind worked like lightning. No wonder mother 
says that you never can tell what a young girl wiil say: 
“Your Highness, yes!” I made a low courtesy, 
clutching the wall behind me. 

“At what time?” And his voice was scarcely more 
than a whisper. 

I thought of that lovely walk last night ; and the moon 
shining up at the stars. And the Prince’s eyes! I knew 


I did an impulsive 


I was never so scared in my life. , 


they would be lovely at night. And I said very low: 
“At ten o'clock, Your Highness.” 

“To-night ?” 

“Yes, Your Highness.” 

“To-night at ten I'll meet you here.” 

He flung open the Tower door and stepped in. I could 
hear Millicent talking to one of the gentlemen-in-wait- 
ing. The Prince was ready to descend. Talking gaily 
they all wound down the narrow stairs. I pinched my- 
self and moved my feet to see if I was awake. The 
Prince was coming up there at ten that night to meet 
me! Would he bring all his retinue and Millicent, or 
would he come alone? How could I wait to see? 


I WALKED on air all the rest of that day. When the 

maid brought up my luncheon she told me the Prince's 
plans for the day. She always knew because they were 
written on the bulletin in the servants’ hall. Polo at 
four. Then off to tea somewhere. Dinner at eight. 
Then quiet! The Prince had expressed a wish to retire 
to his room at ten for an hour of complete relaxation. 

I clapped my hands:‘over my mouth to keep from 
shouting. So that was how he would get away to meet 
me up in the Tower! 

I looked over my dresses that night and chose the one 
father likes: blue, round neck, short sleeves, one of Mil- 
licent’s old ones, and I put on a pair of Millicent’s old 
blue satin slippers, beauties, but enormous for me, so 
I stuffed out the toes. In the mirror I really did look 
something like a dream Princess—my pale fluff of hair 
and white skin and heart-shaped face, all big blue eyes. 
| suppose it was sinful to be glad that I was pretty. 

At five minutes of ten I went out in the hall. The 
Tower staircase went up from the middle. I opened the 
door and slipped in. 1 wound my way up, to the top. 
High over the Tower rose a flagstaff, an electric light at 
the end, right up under the stars. It winked at the 
great black night. I stepped out on the balcony and 
looked over the brilliantly lighted grounds. In the dark- 
ness, I felt like a fairy princess looking down upon the 
world of mortals. Would the Prince come? It was ten 
o'clock. The house chimes were ringing. I heard a 
step. 
The Prince was standing behind me. I was afraid to 
look around until he spoke : 

“May I wish you a good evening ?” 


TURNED and looked at him. Oh, he was so won- 
derful! He was smiling. I could not speak. 
“I think we should be seated. Don’t you think so?” 


he asked. 

I was so frightened, so happy frightened! I made a 
deep courtesy. 

“It’s pleasanter being seated. Isn’t it?” And he was 


bringing out two chairs, and setting them in the circle 
of the balcony. There was just room to squeeze into 
them, and he pulled my chair close to his own. Of 
course, I didn’t know what to say. What does a girl 
say toa Prince? But he began it. 

“Pardon my poor memory. I’m sure you will, but I 
don't remember your full name.” 

I laughed right out then, because he had never heard 
my name. “I am Edna Sweet Flower, but you needn't 
call me all that, Your Highness. My father calls me by 
my middle name, just Sweet.” 

“A very good idea! I'll call you by your middle name 
—if you don't object?” 

Now how could I say “No!” to a Prince! 
a splendid Prince! 

Then I did a forward thing that would have surprised 
my mother. I said to him, very simply, “Please, Your 
Highness, tell me your name.” [Continued on page 116] 
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“She's beautiful enough to be a water-bearer to the gods,” is Earl Carroll's poetic description of 
Vivian Carmody of his new Vanities. If Vivian goes in for carrying waterin that vessel we predict 
a rush of would-be gods to the water wagon. 
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All girls envy Mary Astor's mg Sage! pr Mary Brian smiles with her eyes as well as 
with John Barrymore in Don Juan, but all the with her lips. That's what wins the Para- 
boys envy John. mount picture fans. 


Just now she is called “one of the dancing girls” in “Men of Dawn.” 
But she couldn't be more alluring even if you knew her name, could she? 
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(Came the Dawn 


Maybe the men of the Stone-age weren't so simple after all. 

on your back door-step wouldn't you get out your trusty war club and make a capture? But it’s hard 

on belies that girls in those wild old days, before the movies, were as pretty as Viola Dana is 
pictured in First National's “Men of Dawn.” 
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Remember that sweet old song about Annie Laurie? Well, here is Annie Laurie brought to life by 

Lillian Gish in Metro-Goldwyn- Mayer's new production. And here is Annie's Highland lover swear- 

ing he is ready to “lay him dune and dee” for her. We like Norman Kerry and really don’t want to 
see him die, even for so lovely a girl as Lillian, so we hope it all ends happily. 
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S A matter of fact, I played but a small part in 

the thing that happened. I was not one of the 

principals. If I had been, I would not be telling 
about it. And the reason I do is because of the look I 
seen that day on her face in the dressing room. There 
must be lots of other women just where she was that 
day. 
I don’t know exactly why I done what I done, either. 
In Hollywood more than in any other place, you learn 
soon enough to keep your eyes and your mouth shut. | 
don’t see nothing, nor hear nothing, and I have never 
before told nothing, and that’s why Mr. Trelayne has 
found me as good a man as he ever had, not only be- 
cause I can keep his clothes perfect and run his errands 
without making mistakes. 

There’s more to being valet to a popular motion pic- 
ture actor than just having the studs in his shirts and his 
costumes all in order, let me tell you. I don’t wish for 
to complain, for Mr. Trelayne pays me well, and what 
with a big family like I’ve got can’t always be too par- 
ticular where the money comes from, but I must say 
these here screen actors take more waiting on than most. 


I started the dicta- 

phone and I got one 

look at her face as she 

listened horrified. 

Then I went out and 
left her alone. 


Told 


It's more like being a nursemaid sometimes, what with 
answering telephones and keeping engagements straight 
and mixing drinks and being right on hand every second. 
But it’s as my wife says, “That’s what you're paid for, 
Cox, me man, and don’t you forget it.” 

Of course there was always ladies about, with Mr. 
Trelayne. Me calling them ladies is just in a manner of 
speaking, for ladies some of them certainly was not. But 
in my position it’s as well to call every female a lady, 
for the ones that has least claim to the name gets the 
maddest if you don't give it to them. 

If it hadn’t been for my, wife, some of the things | 
saw would of disgusted me with the sex, and it took 
all my self-control not to treat them as | considered 
they deserved. But my wife said, “Tis not your busi- 
ness, Cox, me man. Vengeance is the Lord’s and you 
can safely leave them to Him.” Which I done. 

I knew Mr. Trelayne backwards. Whoever said that 
about no gentleman being a hero to his valet was not 
altogether right, for | must say young Lord Ashburton, 
that I was with before the war, was a hero to me long 
before they pinned the V. C. on [Continued on page 96) 
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An EXPERIENCE that Could Happen Only in HOLLYWOOD 
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cA Startling Human Document 
out of the 


Book of L ife 


(What I Told You Last Month: 
A! SIXTEEN I was still utterly unconscious of the 


fact that I possessed unusual beauty either of face 
or figure. It was only when my mother forbid me to 
wear my new one-piece bathing suit that | realized it. 
Strangely enough her scolding only served to make me 
proud of my figure instead of ashamed to expose it. It 
was my appearance in the forbidden suit that made my 
next door neighbor, Bert, realize that | was no longer a 
child, but grown up enough to warrant his notice. Bert 
was older than I, good-looking, had plenty of spending 
money and was considered quite a sheik. 

His attention flattered me to the extent that I even lied 
to get out with him. I had often heard my father boast 
about his political friends “getting away” with things 
and so T thought I was awfully clever when, without my 
family’s knowledge, I went off to a party at the shore 
bungalow owned by one of Bert’s friends. At least I 
thought that when [ started but when I saw the crowd 
drink cocktails like water, eat dinner and even dance all 
evening in their bathing suits, | wasn’t quite so sure of 
myself. Ty the time they scattered for a final moonlight 
swim and left Bert and me alone in the bungalow I had 
actually begun to be scared. 


@Now Read What Came of My First Lie: 


HOPE with all my heart that no girl who reads this 
will ever have to go through what | went through 
the rest of that night, and the days and nights that 
came after. The more | thought the worse it seemed. 
Bert had been drinking, of course. And the little that 
I had taken myself had given me a false gaiety, a feeling 
that we were all having a wonderful time and everyday, 
humdrum affairs didn’t make much difference. 
Chere wasn't a sound in the house. The others had 
gone away, and it was an hour before they returned. 
I am not defending myself for what happened. People 
often think, when a crisis comes in their lives, and they 
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When | told my sister my secret, she was furious and 
" said 1 might as well be dead, but my brother-in-law told 
her I was only a child and that Bert deserved to be shot. 


fail, that they should have been stronger, have done 
something different, at that moment. But I have learned 
from experience that it is not at the moment of the crisis 
that one should be strong, but long before, when one 
starts out on the path that leads to such a crisis. 

Many a girl has said to herself, if | only had done 
this, or that, at some particular time, without stopping 
to think that the real mistake was made long before. 
People who play with fire in a-powder factory shouldn't 
he surprised if there is an explosion. 

We are all of us more or less at the merey of our emo- 
tions. And when [ say that, I don’t mean that these 
emotions are anything to be ashamed of. In spite of all 
my surface knowledge of life, | was pretty innocent of 
realities. Most girls, at sixteen are, no matter how they 
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At first I tried to push Bert away from me, 
but he kept whispering how much he loved me, and being 
young, and weak, | forgot everything but how happy I 
was. 

We heard a noise, after a while, and Bert left me. 
When he did, I went into the dressing room and locked 


may talk. 


the door. He rapped on the door, said it wasn’t any- 


thing, wanted me to let him come in but I wouldn't. I 
was terribly afraid of him, all of a sudden, and with 
every minute that passed I felt more and more unhappy. 
My brain had begun to work again, now, and all the 


the 
HEA RT 


of a God Girl 


Mthrills of Bert’s kisses went 
away, leaving me cold and 
miserable. Finally, when | 
had taken off my bathing suit 
and put on my dress, | went 
into the living room. Bert 
was there drinking. He came 
up to kiss me, but | think he 
saw from my face how | felt, 
for he dropped his arms, 
and pouring some gin in a 
glass gave it to me and told 
me to drink it. 

I didn’t want the stuff but 
I was so wretched | didn’t 
care what I did, so I swal- 
lowed it, and it made me feel 
better. 

“For God’s sake don't 
look so tragic.” Bert said. 
“You don’t want the others 
to think we've had a row, do 
you? Brace up.” 

I said I didn’t care what 
the others thought, but I did, 
just the same. So we started 
the radio, and when they 
came back Lert and I were dancing as friendly as ever. 

It was about half past eleven by this time and | said | 
would have to go pretty soon. The two stenographers 
had gone in to take off their wet bathing suits, and Bert 
said he guessed he'd get dressed, too. 

I was determined to go home. I knew we wouldn't get 
there before one and while, as the family was away, | 
might have stayed out all night if I had wanted to, I found 
I didn't want to. The more I thought about things the 
more anxious | was to get away, and even [Dert’s kisses 
on the way home didn't make me feel any better. 
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When he left me, in front of the house, he just gave 
me a quick kiss and drove off. Didn't suggest coming up 
on the porch or anything. He seemed glad to get away. 

| went up to my room and took off my clothes in a sort 
of daze. Then | threw myself on the bed and cried. 

| don’t know how long | lay there because it was broad 
daylight when F woke up, and the sunshine was stream- 
ing into my room. | could hear Annie, our cook, fussing 
about in the kitchen below, and our dog, Tramp, barking, 
and the sound of churchbells, which made me realize 
it was Sunday morning. | didn't remember anything 

‘when | first woke up. But in a moment or two it all 
came back to me like some terrible dream. 


: IS queer, though, what a difference little things 
make. When | had taken my bath, and put on nice 
fresh things, and had breakfast, fruit, and waffles with 
kidney stew, and coffee, | felt ever so much better. At 


first [ thought | wouldn't go to church, but there wasn't 
anything else to do, and | knew I'd meet some of the 
“irls there, so | went. By some curious chance the min- 
ister preached about Christ and the woman who had 


Donald clasped a chain 
around my neck and then 
he told me he loved me and 


wanted me to marry him. 
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sinned, and when he said that about “Go and sin no 


more,” | felt better. 

| walked home with Frances Gaynor, who lives near 
us, and we talked about boys, and parties and things 
just as we always did. Nothing seemed any different, 
except that | kept thinking about Bert, and wondering 
if | was going to see him. I wanted to see him, some- 
how, and yet | didn't. 

Frances came in for a while, and after she went 
home, [ had dinner. All the time I sat there, alone, 
| kept wondering if Bert would call me up. He knew 
| would be alone. And as the day wore on | thought 
about him more and more, and kept wishing he would 
call. [ was just on the point of telephoning him, about 
four o'clock, when he rang me up, and asked me if 
| wouldn't like to go for a drive. 

It surprised me to find how glad | was to hear 
from him. I guess | shouldn't have seen him at all. 
hut the funny thing is, | wanted to. So I told him | 
would go, and he said he'd be at the drug store in ten 
minutes. 

He seemed mighty glad to see me, too—wasn't queer 

and distant the way he'd been when he 
left me the night before. And when we 
got out on the road he kissed me. | was 
glad of that, too. 
We went to the Rendezvous and had 
supper there, and danced. | took a 
couple of drinks, too. When I looked 
about the room and saw all the girls, 
many of them no older than I was, 
laughing and talking and having a gay 
time, I said to myself they probably 
weren't any better than | was, and yet 
they were happy and cheerful, having a 
good time, so why should I feel that my 
life was ruined ? 
Bert was nice and cordial, and on the 
way home he stopped the car in a quiet 
place and took me in his arms. But 
I pushed him away and told him I had 
to go on home. 
He wouldn't believe me, at first, tried 
to kiss me again, but at last, when he 
saw that I was in earnest, he 
® sot angry, and drove home like 
mad without saying another 
word. Sitting there beside him, 
looking at his scowling face, I 
knew that Lert didn't care for 
me at all, but only regarded me 
as another one of his many 
“girls.” 

It was early when we got 
home, only half past ten, and as 
[ knew mother and Dad 
wouldn't be home before twelve 
I told him he might come up on 
the porch for a while. But he 
wouldn t—just said good nighi 
and drove off. That made me 
feel pretty badly. Up to then 
I had fooled myself into be- 
lieving that Bert really did care 
about me a little. Now I knew 
he had only been amusing him- 
self, and I[ hated him, and 
wished I were dead. I tried to 
read for a while, but couldn't 
so | went to bed, and when the 
family came in I pretended to 
be asleep. I didn’t want to be 
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no bothered, having them ask me 
what I'd been doing while they 


lear were away. 

ngs The next morning life settled 
mm, down into the old rut. I was 
ng sure I wouldn’t hear anything 
_ from Bert, and I didn’t. By the 
: end of the week, I heard that he 
a and his family had gone to the 
“st seashore, the way they usually 
oe cid in August. I went around 
hore with my girl friends, met the 
see hovs I knew, and after a while, | 
ea got so I didn't think about the 
ia bungalow part, except when | 
was alone. 
all [ don’t believe anyone ever 
. suspected I’d gone out with Bert. 
3 We'd never been seen together, 
- and he didn’t come back home, 
e except for a day, before he went 
a off to college, and then J didn't 
“4 see him. I guess he kept out of 
the way. 

” So for a month or more I went 

about, trying to forget. The 

d knowledge that presently came to 
. me was so much more terrible 
d than anything that had gone 
‘ before, that | lay awake until 
' dawn one night and wondered if 


| | hadn't better get up and end 

) things then and there. 

: This was when my real suffer- 

7 ing began. J went on from day 
to day, half mad from fear, yet 
not daring to let anybody see 
what I was suffering. There 
was no one | could confide in, 
no one to whom I could go 
for help. The only person I 
could even mention the matter 
to was Bert, and something 
told me he would not do any- 
thing. 

Something had to be done, 
however. Things couldn't be al- 
lowed to go on like this. He 
might be willing to marry me, | 
thought if he knew, and while | 
didn’t want to marry Bert, 
having found out by this time 
that I no more loved him than he 
did me, in any real sense of the 
word, | still thought that mar- 
riage would be better than open 
disgrace. So finally I summoned 
up enough courage to write him 
a letter 

He didn’t answer the letter, at 
least not by sending me one in 
return. But two days later 


somebody called me up on the 

telephone—a woman's voice, at Bert and I stopped in the shadow of some trees. “If you mean 

first, and then | heard Bert's you want me to marry you,” he growled, “there's nothing 
doing.” Then he gave me some money and walked away. 


voice over the wire, asking what 

was the matter. Of course I 

couldn't tell him, especially as mother was sitting in the He would be there at eight o'clock sharp 
next room, and | had to be very careful what I said. He When mother asked me who had called | said one of 
was in New York, he told me, and if I must see him he _ the girls, who wanted me to go to the movies with her 
would come out, and meet me at a station about two That gave me a chance to slip out of the house after 
miles away. I could get there by trolley in ten minutes. dinner, and go to meet Bert. I [Continued on page 97 | 


= A 
= | 
| 37 


STOPPED breathing for a mo- 
ment when I first saw him. I had a 
queer feeling all through me. 

I was going down the steps from the 
boardwalk with my friend Gertrude. He 
was coming toward us, in his bathing suit 
looking like a Greek God, or something. 

[ always had romantic dreams, and in 
these dreams was my ideal. He would be 
tall and dark and handsome, this prince 
of my dreams. And strong, with a man’s fine strength. 
And he would be brave! He could not be my hero unless 
he had courage. And he would be clever and successful. 

Of course, | had met some nice boys, but none of 
them were anything like my ideal. At this very time I 
had a gentleman friend at home, or a sort of “steady” 
or what you might call him. Not exactly a sweetheart. 
Charley Prout was well meaning, | thought, but he was 
not clever, or successful. He rented a room in the house 
next door. He had a car, and it was six cylinders, but 
it was a second hand bargain, and half the time there was 
something wrong with it. He rented half of our garage, 
and so he was more or less at home with my family. 
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I rushed to the ringside and when Leroy saw me, and I 
waved my hand, he really started to fight. In a mo- 
ment he snapped his glove to the champion’s stomach 
and the referee began to count. 


At this time that I speak of my friend Gertrude 
Mahlstedt and I were taking our two weeks summer 
vacation at a summer resort. I hardly missed Charley. 
I was almost glad to get away from him, and to see 
some of the other young men at the watering place, 
even though they didn’t count for much, either. We 
swam with the young fellows, walked with them and 
danced with them, but they were hardly any better than 
Charley. Some of them were fresh. None were like 
my ideal. 

And now, here on the sand, coming toward me, here he 
was. He was dark, but he had blue eyes, that looked 
straight at you, looked right into you. And he was 
looking straight at me. I could not take my eves away, 


the 


but I was so self-conscious and embar- 
rassed that I was awkward and clumsy, 
and the next thing I knew I caught my 
heel on the last step, my knees got weak, and I went 
down on one knee in the sand. 

At the instant he jumped toward me. Before I 
could try to get up [ felt his strong hands on my arms, 
and he picked me up as if I had been a two-year-old 
child. Such strength! Most men don’t look like much 
in a bathing suit, but he was wonderful. And hand- 
some, all except his nose. That was a little large, too 
heavy, but it seemed to go with his wonderful strength. 

I felt shy and foolish, but I managed to say, “Thank 
you.” 

“Not at all, the pleasure’s all mine.” he said, “but 
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you need a guardian. [| think 
| ought to stick around.” 

“But I don’t know you. | 
don’t know anything about 
you.” 

“I don't know anything 
about you either, except what 
[ see, but I’m satisfied.” 

“You're easily satisfied,” [ 
said, trying to cover my confusion by being flippant. 

“No, hardest man in the world to satisfy. This is the 
first time. My name’s Dodge, Leroy Dodge.” 

“My name is—- Then I checked myself. 
at Gertrude. 

“It's all right, I'll keep it a secret,” he said. 
whisper it.” 

Then Gertrude spoke. 
Houghton, May Houghton.” 

“Miss Houghton, I’m delighted,” he smiled. 

“And this is Gertrude Mahlstedt.” I said, to get even. 


I looked 
“Just 


“Mr. Dodge, this is Miss 
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“Delighted again, and thank you, Gertrude,” he said. 

He certainly was different from any of the boys | 
had ever met. When we saw him again he was dressed 
like a millionaire. He was not fresh; he looked into 
your eyes in that straight way, and he did not mind 
(;ertrude being along. We three chummed around to- 
gether, swimming and dancing, and listening to the band. 
The second evening he said he wished he had his car, 
and told us he would take the early train in the morning 
and would drive back. He would meet us at eight 
o'clock in the evening. 

“What kind of a car?” I asked. 

“Horrible piece of old junk,” he replied, with a twinkle 
in his eye. “She coughs so much [ call her ‘Camille,’ 
and once in a while I have to go back around the corner 
and pick up the rest that dropped off, but it’s a rattling 
good car.” 

The next evening while we waited for him at the little 
park on the boulevard we both expressed our admiration 
of a wonderful, long-nosed roadster that stopped at the 
curb. We did not notice the driver until he got out and 
stepped over to us. It was Leroy. We’ might have 
expected that he would drive just such a car. And oh, 
what dandy trips we had. Gertrude always sat on the 
right, putting me in the middle. 


But we began to wonder at his occupation. “He's 
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Mother liked Leroy and he was right at 

home with her. He called her ““Ma,” and 

he would go to the kitchen and wipe 
dishes for her. 


plenty of money,” said Gertrude. “You don’t suppose 
he’s a bootlegger or a gambler or something ?” 

“Oh, no, he’s not that kind,” I said. ‘“‘He might be an 
actor.” 

That bootlegger idea seemed out of place, because he 
never touched a drop of anything to drink. I could not 
make him out. 

“But it’s unusual that you don’t smoke,” I said once. 

“Oh,” he said, “it’s getting to be too effeminate, these 
days.” 

Gertrude asked him outright what his business was. 

“That’s a dark secret,” he laughed. “I'll give you 
three guesses.” 

“You're a bootlegger,” I said, smiling. 

“Would it make any difference?” he asked, searching 
my eyes. 

“I’m very particular about my friends,” I said. “I 
draw the line at bootleggers, gamblers and_prize- 
fighters.” 

“You don’t like prize-fighters, either ?” 

Of course I thought of Jerry, our iceman, at home. 
Charley Prout and my brother Jimmie called him Jerry 
Cauliflowers, goodness knows why. He had been a 
pugilist in his younger days, a perfect bull in human 
form. He had the most terrible ears, all bunched up 
like lumps of putty, and he could only hear a little out 
of his right ear. If vou spoke he pushed that hideous 
ear into your face. Sometimes I opened the door for 
him when he delivered ice early in the morning, but I 
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avoided meeting him whenever I could. It made me 
creep when Jerry looked at me. 

And so I answered Leroy, “Prize-fighters are worst of 
all. They’re absolute brutes. The very idea of men 
standing up and striking each other in the face with their 
fists, until one beats the other down, helpless. Such 
savages! And they call it sport.” 

“But every human instinct leads men—”’ he started to 
sav. 

“That's right,” I interrupted, “it is repugnant to every 
human instinct.” 

“You're an actor,” said Gertrude, interrupting so that 
| would not get worked up about it too much. 

“Well, thank God,” he said, “at least I’m not a bad 
actor. Guess again.” 

We had some more fun over it, and then talked about 
something else. But the next time we went driving we 
passed an automobile wreck, and he started talking about 
cars and driving. He knew so much. 

“I know,” I said. “You're an automobile 
salesman.” 

“How'd you guess that?” he 
asked. And that was all. 

When vacation time was 
over he insisted upon 
driving us home. He 
said he knew our sec- 
tion, Atlantic Ave- 
nue, in Brooklyn, 
and he said that 
now, having 
found me, he 
was never going 
to lose me. So 
he kept coming 
to the house. 
Mother liked 
him right away, 
and he was 
right at home 
with her. He 
called her “Ma,” 
and would go and 
sit in the kitchen 
and wipe dishes 
and all that. 

But Charley Prout 
didn’t like Leroy at 
all, and demanded to 
know what I knew 
about this bird. Char- 
ley was quite bitter, 
and made some cracks From my win- 
to the effect that he dow upstairs I 
was not swell enough ' watched the 
for me. Leroy told man I thought 
him to come along; was afraid to 
with Gertrude it fight, battling 
would make four to with a big ex 
go on some little trips. pugilist. © My 
But Charley came heart. was in 
along only once, sit- ™y throat. I 
ting behind in the thought Leroy 
extra what-do-you- would be killed. 
call-it seat. hore 

Then Charley began to sew seeds of suspicion in my 
own family. He was pretty thick with my brother Jim- 
mie. Jimmie was only eighteen, and pretty fresh, always 
having trouble at school. But Charley would let Jimmie 
drive his car, and then when he had blow-outs and it 
was hard to get the tires off and on, Jimmie would pitch 


in and do most of the work and Charley would let him. 
The kid felt flattered and thought he knew something 
about automobiles. And so after Charley Prout gave 
Jimmie a few earfuls about my new gentleman friend, 
1 had a very suspicious brother to deal with. 
For another thing, Leroy kidded Jimmie, and told him 
to stop smoking cigarets. And he had an argument with 
both Charley and Jimmie, almost the first thing, about 
drinking. Leroy said it wasn’t a matter of prohibition ; 
it was a matter of health and a clear head. And besides, 
he said, one couldn't get good stuff any more, for ninety- 
five percent of it was poison, refined wood alcohol. 
Charley Prout challenged that, proudly declaring that 
he had some of the real thing, and knew where to get 
more, whereupon Leroy replied that that’s what they 
all say. Was he popular with Charley? Huh! 
“I'll tell you, Ma,” said Jimmie, later, “he never tells 
us where he works. I'll bet he’s a bootlegger, and that 
talk about booze was just to put us off the track.” 
Even in my own mind there was. that 
sense of mystery about my friend, 
much as I loved him. He somehow 
evaded my questions about the 
cars he sold, saying that he 
wanted to forget business 
when he was out “in so- 
ciety.” His own car, 

the roadster, was a 
Supermotive Eight. 
There were times 
when he seemed to 
have nothing to do, 
and he said things 
were quiet. And 
there were times 
when would 
scarcely see him 
for two or three 
weeks, except on 
Sunday after- 
noons. But then 
he would tele- 
phone every day, 
though I never 
knew where the 
calls came from. 
Father liked him 
and enjoyed 
talking to him, but—‘I’d 
like to know just what 
kind of an adventurer this 
fellow is,” said Dad. 

There was one disap- 
pointing thing about Le- 
roy, strong as he was. It 
wasn’t exactly that he 
wouldn’t fight. It was a 
question of his lack of 
courage. That bothered 
me a little. We just missed 
an accident at a crossing 
one day. The truck driver 
got noisy, and Leroy 
quietly called out that he would report him. At once the 
truck driver jumped down and came over to our car, 
threatening to push Leroy’s face in. I thought there 
would be a fight, but Leroy just smiled and said, “Fade 
out, Buddy, you'll need all your strength in your job, if 
you learn to drive right.” Then he started the car an 
left the fellow standing there [Continued on page 82] 
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cA Personal Article for 


Husbands 


Will Never Wreck My 


HE other day in Paris I met a friend on the rue 

de Rivoli. We breathlessly exchanged greetings, 

and then followed that awkward, simmering pause 
which so often betrays the existence of an unsavory 
secret, clamoring to be aired. 

“It's a divorce,” Madge finally announced. 

| stifled a gasp of astonishment. I had seen the mar- 
riages of my friends more or less disintegrating all 
about me for a decade, but Madge’s seemed to be one 
of those made-in-Heaven affairs which wear a life- 
time. [ stammered something inarticulate about being 
surprised. 

“He was jealous,” she elucidated unhappily. “At 
first it was nice to be loved that way, but when he began 
accusing me of having my hair shingled so I could feel 
\ntoine’s fingers fussing about my neck, I just packed 
and came over.” 

“But,” I reasoned, “he must love you to feel as 
strongly as that.” 

“If he loved me he would trust me as far as the hair- 
dresser’s,” she answered. And that was that. 

Madge’s tragedy set me wondering. Her love mar- 
riage had been supervised to death. I have been mar- 
ried ten serene years and not once has my husband 
objected by so much as a look to my playing up to the 
admiration in another man’s eyes, nor has it ever occurred 
to me that it would be the wifely thing to do to object 
to his friendship with Laura, the nice girl he was 
more or less in love with before he met me. Was this 
warm, comradely certainty of ours about one another love ? 

Two memories rushed out from shadows at least 
twenty years old. It was raining and I was lying on my 
stomach in the attic guiltily engrossed for the twentieth 
time in the adventures of Jane Eyre—a_ forbidden 
volume which on sunny days reposed behind locked 
glass in the parlor. I lay there in the cobwebby twilight 
and thrilled to the ardent antics of Rochester as he tem- 
pestuously went about the business of making the shrink- 
ing Jane his own. 

Then there was a hard wooden pew in a brick church 
and a long, rusty parson with a prophet-shaped beard. 
[ sat primly and deafly under all his verbiage and con- 
centrated on the marriage service in the back of a tat- 
tered hymn-book. ‘wo phrases affected me much the 
same as the transports of Rochester and Jane: “I, John, 
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take thee, Mary,” and “Until death do us_ part.” 

I dreamed of being wooed in the most violent Bronte 
manner and appropriated by those words. How de- 
licious to have a dark, heavy, dominating male stand be- 
tween one and the peril of being ogled by handsome 
villains ! 

Some years later, a young man, a handsome, dancing 
kind of young man, came along and after a series of 
more or less intoxicating preludes talked quite definitely 
about a ring and a cottage. The mere fact that this at- 
tractive fellow wanted me near him until one of us died 


was irresistible. I acceded to everything with en- 
thusiasm. 
“Now,” he said, triumphantly holding me off and 


looking me severely in the eyes, “no other man will dare 
look at you.” 

“Why?” I asked, feeling in some unaccountable 
fashion marked, tagged and stamped with his name 
and address. 

“Because you are MINE!” he answered, kissing me 
until | shivered with a kind of complacent ecstacy. 

Two weeks later he glowered me home from a dance. 

“What's the matter?” I asked uneasily. 

“You danced three times with that boob, Burton 
Blake, and you're engaged to me.” 

“He asked me,” I answered stubbornly. “And he 
dances a darned sight better than you do,” I added 
voicelessly. 

“You're MINE!” he stormed, making a black night 
blacker with his outraged vanity. 

I loved this demanding person who wanted me ex- 
clusively, but in some occult fashion my brain had 
started functioning at the expense of my heart. Later, 
curled up in bed, I thought it out. 

Marriage with him would mean that I would have to 
pretend that he danced better than Burton Blake and 
that no eyes save his would be allowed to stare at me. 
This would go on for the rest of our natural lives, and he 
would probably tag along to Heaven and be nasty if I 
praised another he-angel’s harp-playing. Nor was that 
all. 

He would tell me what I should wear. I had worn 
a red frock to the dance and he had told me quite 
paternally that nice girls did not wear such bright 
colors, especially after they were engaged. Now I 


adored myself in-red and so, I 
thought, had that good-looking 
young French professor who 
had hung about between dances 
with a de Musset look in his 
eyes and a volume of Verlaine 
in his pocket. I did not want to 


be kissed by the waltzing the rocks? 


Burton or by a young French- 
man who regarded me on the sofa as if I were Madame 
Recamier but I wanted to be free to gloat a little. 

Two more hotly censored dances and | handed back his 
diamond with a gesture wearily devoid of drama. | 
went to the other dances that winter with Burton Blake, 
who soon became inoculated with the idea that I should 


Do you want happiness in Marriage? Is it pos: 
sible that Mrs. Ellen du Pois Taylor has found 
that secret? Does this happiness lie in a free- 
dom of action that is absent from most marriages 
and the lack of which throws many marriages on 
Why not try it in your home? 


gyrate perpetually with him 
when I longed to sit out an oc- 
casional dance with a French- 
man, who pleased my ears with 
warm quotations from Ronsard. 
A bit later my Gallic admirer 
objected to my _ accepting 
original poetic tributes from a 
young journalist who was eter- 
nally visualizing me on a balcony all his own. 
Flattered and a bit nauseated, I resolved to become 
an old maid. Since that illuminating episode with Jack 
I had done some peering of my own. I saw that mar- 
riage was hedged about by prickly don't’s and shall not’s 
and the victims sulked. [Continued on page 130] 
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W hat Would You Do If the | 
Man You Loved had Planned 
to Elope with Another 


MAN'S WIFE? 


The Story of a Girl 


who 
Will FOREVER, Fear 
that 


eshte was Only 


afternoon in my _ window, 


SAT that 
where | could see Culver Road without being seen. 
| was for the first time playing an active part in 

a scandal. 
| was possibly playing the most active part. 
somebody said that the real principal of an intrigue is 


August 


Hasn't 


the confidant? If nobody has said it, somebody will. It 
was to me that Phil Warren had confided his intention 
of eloping with Mrs. Remington. 

The fact gave me a profound satisfaction. Hitherto 
my knowledge of intrigues had come to me second-hand, 
or third-hand, or from the newspapers. I had been an 
outsider, a mere innocent bystander. Other women had 


econd 


known the thrill of anticipating a social explosion. Other 
women had known the still deeper thrill of being able to 
say afterward: “Yes, | knew it all the time.” But I had 
always been a mere listener. Until now I had never, 
never once had anything to tell. 

My part at the moment was to wait until Phil and 
Mrs. Remington had eloped. Phil had promised that he 
would drive through Culver Road on his way north from 
Rochester to the Thousand Islands with Mrs. Reming- 
ton. That would be the signal. J knew what to do after 
that. 

The first thing was to mail a letter that Phil had writ- 
ten and entrusted to me, a letter announcing to his firm 


44 


vis 
~_» > ‘ 
- 
YES ¥ , 
|_| 


Phil held me as if we were 
both in a dream, a warm, 
caressing sea of dream. I 
turned my face up to his. 
He bent and kissed me. 


that he had heen suddenly called away. After that Phil 
said | might tell father, who was trustee of Phil's estate 
until he was twenty-five. Then I was to serve as liason 
officer. Elopements, like wars, require such services. 
Waiting is very stimulating to the conscience. | won- 
dered if I ought not to have done something to stop this 
affair of Phil's. But what? I had reminded him that 
Mrs. Remington was several years older than he was. 
1 had talked common sense to him by the hour without 
any result. Phil was infatuated. I couldn't, out of 
loyalty to Phil, talk to Mrs. Remington because he 
hadn't told her that he had confided in me. Besides, 
Mrs. Remington was a woman of the world. Mrs. Rem- 


ington had a way with men—a way which she had exer- 
cised even on father, much to my distress. I was not 
sure that I wanted to preserve her from her folly, even 
if | could. 

The plain fact is that she had taken Phil away from 
me. I don't mean that Phil and I had been engaged, 
but all the girls | knew recognized that I had put a “No 
Hunting—Under Penalty of the Law” sign on Phil and 
none of them would have dared to vamp him. But Mrs. 
Remington was married and married women just don't 
play the game according to the rules. They do their 
hunting where they please, law or no law, and the fact 
that it is forbidden just seems to make them more de- 
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termined. And when you come down to it how are you 
going to stop them? 

[ began to think what would happen when they had 
eloped. The punishment would be severe. Phil was 
twenty-four and only two years out of college. He 
would be forgiven. But Mrs. Remington was at least 
thirty. Why, she admitted being twenty-seven. She 
would be ruined—absolutely ruined. 1 thought it would 
serve her right. The trouble was, that even if Mrs. 
Remington got what was coming to her, she would still 
- have my Phil. 


UDDENLY I started up. I had made a decision. I 

had decided | must stop them. I must stop them at 
any cost. My eyes turaed instinctively to the telephone. 
But | didn't dare trust a telephone. 

| rushed downstairs and out on the terrace and looked 
up Culver Road. 

Phil's roadster wasn’t in sight, so I decided the only 
_thing to do was to watch for it, to observe its approach 
in time to rush out and stop it. I sat down on the ter- 
race to watch and wait. 

| looked at the watch on my wrist. 
| wondered what had delayed them. Phil had said half- 
past four at the latest. I looked up the road. Nothing. 
| wondered what father would say. Father would be 
home in an hour. I could talk about it then for the first 
time. Father would be incredulous and then he would 
be indignant, outraged. He would feel terribly about it, 
for Phil was like a son to him. He would blame me for 
not telling him in time to stop it. 

| looked at my watch again. It was five minutes past 
five. I walked slowly down the path toward the road. 
But | couldn't see anything. I went back to my chair 
on the terrace. | looked at my watch again. It was 
eight minutes past five. I reflected cynically that women 
were said never to be on time. 

Then | saw Phil's roadster. It was coming fast and 
| ran down to the walk, ready to flag it, ready to run in 
front of it and force Phil to stop. 

Phil was alone in the roadster. 

He brought it to a sudden stop, the rear wheels sliding. 
He climbed out and came slowly toward me. He looked 
tired, spiritless, and dejected. 

“Why Phil!” [ said. 

He looked into my eyes, smiling a faint, bitter smile. 

“She changed her mind,” he said. 

| felt a sudden rush of tenderness for him. I had an 
almost irresistible impulse to stroke his forehead, to run 
my fingers through his hair, to whisper comforting 
words, but one can’t do things like that in full view of 
Culver Road. It looks soppy. 

“Oh,” | cried, “how could she!” 

“T only know she has,” he said. 


It was five o'clock. 


Phil shook his head. 


(OR a moment | looked into his eyes, so full of pain. 

He seemed so young. He is four years older than | 
am actually, but he seemed like a little boy who had been 
unbearably hurt. It is bad enough for a man to be jilted 
by the girl he’s engaged to, but to be jilted by a married 
woman must somehow be more of a shock to his belief 
in the world. 

“Anita,” Phil asked with a wan smile, “would you do 
me a very great favor?” 
“Of course,” I cried. 

do to help— —” 

“T want you to go to dinner with me. I need to talk. 
| can't talk to anybody but you. Will you go?” 

“Of course,” | said, looking down at my frock. It 
was a very simple white crepe de chine, but one that I 
liked very much. 

“Don't stop to change,” Phil begged. 


“Oh, if there is anything I can 


“We'll go to 


Olcott Beach for dinner and we can dance afterwards.” 

“That’s awfully far, isn’t it, Phil?” I asked. I had 
never been to Olcott Beach, but | knew that Phil had. 
It was at Olcott Beach that he had dined so often with 
Mrs. Remington all summer. That was why he wanted 
to go there now. 

“We can do it in an hour and a half,” Phil said. 

“I'll have to leave word for father,” I said, and rush- 
ing into the house, found a wrap, and stopped at my desk 
to write the note, which | left on the living room table. 

“Dear Father, I’m going to dinner with Phil. He’s in 
trouble and needs somebody to talk to and I want to help 
him out if | can. I don’t know just when I'll be back, 
but don’t worry about me.—Anita.” 

| wondered, as | ran down the steps, why I had writ- 
ten that last sentence. Why should father worry about 
me? I'd known Phil all my life. What was there to 
worry father in my going to dinner with Phil even 
though he didn’t approve of him any more? 

Phil drove grimly, his eyes on the road. Sitting be- 
side him without saying a word, | began to feel quite 
happy and contented. The August twilight was perfect. 
I knew that I was looking my best, that my frock was 
becoming. I'd heard that the dinner at Olcott Beach 
was marvelous, but that wasn’t the real reason I began 
to feel happy. It was because at the last moment | had 
been reprieved. I had another chance to get Phil. 


E got to Olcott Beach and Phil found a table under 

an awning, overlooking the lake, which was utterly 
beautiful, still shining in the sun but beginning to be 
misted with mauve. The afterglow of sunset was red and 
gold against a pastel sky. From somewhere within came 
the sound of a muted violin, playing that gaily sad, 
sweetly bitter waltz that Kreisler made of a Viennese 
folk song called “Paradise.” Phil looked out across the 
lake, too, and then he smiled. at me. 

“This place,” he said when the violin had finished, 
“always gives you the feeling of being alone. Hesides 
it has associations. I have been so happy at this table.” 

| smiled my understanding. I knew that he was trying 
to be a man of the world. He could easily have cried 
but he wasn’t going to. What he wanted was to 
bury his infatuation for Mrs. Remington by reliving, 
just once, the sort of evening he had so often spent with 
her. | knew that | could help him by being gay and sad, 
by being bitter and sweet—above all by being charming. 
! wasn't sure that I could get away with it, but at least 
| was going to try. 

The waiter coughed behind his hand. 
card. 

“Are you hungry?” he asked. 

“I’m going to be,” I said. Phil smiled approvingly 
and turned to the waiter. “Do you happen to remember 
the dinner | had here last night ?” 

The waiter bowed. ‘“Assuredly,” he said. 

“Give us that dinner over again—precisely,” Phil 
said. 

“It was an awfully good dinner,” he explained to me, 
when the waiter had gone. “Little clams and sweet- 
breads sous cloche and a salad, and a filet and things.” 

The waiter brought the clams, and two candles, and 
Phil ordered a white wine for me and a tall, tall glass of 
Scotch and soda for himself. 

“Frieda loved Scotch,” Phil said, and paused. “I 
suppose she liked going to dinner with me and dancing 
with me, but she didn’t really care about me.” 

“Oh,” I cried, “of course, she cared about you.” 

“No,” he said, “she couldn’t have. She can’t really 
care about her husband, either, or else she wouldn't have 
played around with me so hard. She can't be in leve 
with that man.” [Continued on page 113] 


Phil took the 
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As I sat m my window that August afternoon I was playing an active part ina scandal. I was the principal of an intrigue. 
That is to say, Phil had told me he was going to elope—with a married woman. 
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Y HEART was heavy with forboding as I’ 
moved about our little island cabin getting 
my husband’s breakfast, but Rann was gay. 


“Oh, up-stage Mama, 

Stuck-up Mama, 

Why do you treat me so—ho—ho.” 
he sang. 

I choked back the quick tears; sometimes Rann teased 
until it hurt, and just now I 
was in no mood for his fool- 
tng. He was always getting 
around me with his nonsense 
and it wasn’t fair. 

“Rann,” I tried to hide the 
hurt and anger in my voice. 
“Why won't you let this 
Vera Trafford alone? Lead- 
ing her on the way you do! 
It’s a dangerous game and— 
I—have a little pride left, 
you know.” 

“Now, now Sweetie!” 

That was just as much at- 
tention as Rann ever paid to 
what I said. I was a doll 
to him, a brown-eyed little 
doll to be petted and played 
with and disregarded when 
it came to the important de- 
cisions in our married life. 

“Let’s go back to the 
States, Rann,” I pleaded. 
“That is where we belong. 
You are not meant for this 
game. Let this bootleg 
queen alone. She pretends 
that she is interested in you, 
but she is playing you for 
what she can get out of it. 
Right this minute she is 
playing you against Cress 
Devlin.” 

My tall young husband 
slid into a chair and poured 
himself a cup of coffee. T 
watched him with softened 
eyes. Rann wasn't really 
handsome ; it was that smile 


of his that fascinated the women. I knew how it was. 

“Sweetie-girl,” the blue eyes were smiling at me now, 
“are you jealous of Vera? You sound like a sure- 
enough wife this morning. Say, you know I can’t see 
anyone but you, Hon; but it’s business to stand in with 
Vera. She can throw a lot of good stuff my way. Pretty 
hig-hearted of her, | should say, to let me in on this 
shipment.” 

“It isn’t big-hearted to let you take all the chances.” 

“Why dear, there is no danger. 
It’s as safe as a church. All I 
have to do is to run the Jazz 
Baby up through the Straits and 
past the twelve-mile limit; the 
freighter Comet is due to drop 
anchor there from Edinburgh. 
Cress Devlin’s boat broke down 
yesterday and he had to send it in 
to Anacortes for some extra 
parts. It won't be back before 
tonight and Vera wants the pick 
of the Comet’s stock before any 
other boat can get out there. 
That's why she is sending me.” 

“But it isn’t worth the danger, 
Rann.” 

“No? Well listen to this. I'll 
load about four hundred‘cases at 
thirty dollars a case. After that 
I just dash over to the American 
side and deliver the stuff to a 
boat from Seattle that will be 
waiting and will pay me forty 
dollars a case. Ten big dollars 
profit each on four hundred cases. 
I suppose that I should have 
stayed in Anacortes and played 
valet to a gas-engine works? Not 
this man.” 

“But what do you get out of 
it, Rann, besides taking the pun- 
ishment if you are caught?” 

“That’s what I’m telling you, 
peaches. I’ve put up only nine 


Vera went close to my husband and lean- 
ing suddenly forward kissed him on 
the lips. I know that my eyes flamed. 
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hundred dollars and she'll split fifty-fifty 
with me on the four thousand profit. 
And _ besides, Captain McTavish of the 
Comet is an old friend of Vera's. He’s 
bringing her ten extra cases of some very 
special stuff that will sell for a hundred 
a case, sure. There is an extra thousand 
dollars and Vera is giving me a hundred 
dollars to bring it in besides my cut on 
the Scotch. Two thousand | get back for 
my measly little nine hundred and a 
hundred thrown in for a Christmas 
present and then you complain.” 

“But Rann, you were doing well at 
your shop. You know gas engines back- 
ward and forward. I like it in Anacortes. 
We had friends there. I’m not happy 
over here on the Canadian side, cut off 
here on this island with no one but crim- 
inals . . . Oh, yes, they are criminals. 
They frighten me.” 

Rann stretched his hands high above 
his head in a bored yawn. 

“Well, Queen Mary,” he laughed be- 
tween mouthfuls, “wait until I make my 
pile and I’ll take you down to Seattle 
and let you Ritz the blue-bloods. But 
here we stay until I make that pile, under- 
stand? You don’t know about these 
things, Baby. You just leave it all to 
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your Big Boy. Stop pouting now and give me a kiss.” 


1 bit my lips to keep back the tears. I couldn't be 
angry when Rann smiled like that. He wasn’t a bad 
husband but | had been a good wife; I had worked hard, 
too; | had saved and scrimped to make the nest egg in 
the bank grow larger so that later on Rann might buy 
a bigger shop in Seattle. But Rann was young and he 
was gullible. It had been hard for me to give up my 
littlke home in Anacortes and come up here to this one 
room cabin on Sidney Island. I thought how happy I 
would be if we had never seen the Jazz Baby, as Rann 
called the motor-boat. Maybe that was what had put 
the rum-running idea into his mind. That, or his meet- 
ing with \era Trafford when she had come over from 
the Canadian side in her gas-boat that needed some expert 
repairs. I have always believed that she had heard of the 
speed of the Jazz Baby and that the repairs on her boat 
were only an excuse. At any rate her promises of big 
money had lured Rann up here. 

A man was cruel to cheapen his wife before another 
woman like Rann was doing, I thought bitterly. I would 
have given anything to have won away from the spell of 
his smile. Always he got around me with it. I loved 
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At the edge of the trees I stopped and 
stood still watching Vera Trafford as 
she threw her arms around my husband. 


him so. And I was like a baby to him; an empty-headed 
doll that "he could disregard when he pleased. 

But a doll doesn’t save and cook and sew to let a man 
fritter away his savings. I was neither brainless nor a 
fool. I resolved that | would show Rann that I could 
assert myself, that I was not so helpless. If only once 
I would take a firm stand, I felt that I could force him 
to do what I knew was right. He loved me. I knew 
that. Now was the time to use my influence if I wished 
to win him away from Vera Trafford and her schemes 
of easy money. Married people should be partners. 

But he must have sensed the coming storm. He swal- 
lowed the last of his coffee in a hasty gulp and getting up 
from the table caught me close in his arms. 

“You aren't going to scold your hoy any more, are vou 
Saby? Why say, you know who he loves.” He kissed 
away the words that | tried to utter. 

“Listen, Baby,” he went on. “All I want is a good 
pile and we'll go back to the States just as you want. 
I’m dying to give you things, sweetheart. I want to be 
a business man, not a mechanic, and a fellow must have 
the money nowadays, to make a start.” 

I wanted to tell him that success didn’t ‘come that 
way; that he had to work hard for what he'd get; that 
it was security I yearned for, not rings and seal skins, but 
I felt my determination melt. It was always that way: 
always he got around me. He’d never understand that 
maybe I could think rightly and [Continued on page 121] 
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One 


Will Ever Know 


O ONE will ever know! Once I believed that. 

I suppose those words have been whispered 

all over the world ever since civilization began. 

And girl after girl has listened to them unconscious 

of their falseness or persuading herself against her 

better judgment that they are true. As I grow older 

| find myself coming more and more to believe that we 

fool ourselves nine cases out of ten. We let the other 

fellow persuade us while all the time that still small 

voice, call it conscience, common-sense, intuition, or what 

you will, whispers to us, “It isn’t so. It isn’t so.” We 

want to believe and so we pretend to ourselves that we 
do. 


Read This Mother's Story 


Before You Keep 
That Date Tonight 


Coralie, my 
flapper daugh- 
ter, is wise, cool, 
keen. No one 
will ever fool 
her. Nor will 
she be so silly as 
to fool herself. 


At least it was so twenty years ago when I was a girl. 
Nowadays the average girl knows her way about, and 
what is best of all she knows better than to fool herself. 
She is honest with herself. She would be ashamed, feel 
herself mentally below par, to make the excuse: 

“I didn’t know about such things. I was over-per- 
suaded.” 

A few moments before I sat down here at my type- 
writer Coralie, my “flapper” daughter tripped down the 
steps to join Stant Norris who was waiting out in front 
in his high-powered sports roadster. I'm old-fashioned 
mother enough to be very proud of her. She made a 
picture as she floated down the sidewalk that led to the 
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curb. Every motion she made, every line of her ex- 
pressed self-confidence, and utter grace. She knew she 
was dazzling, desirable, and she knew she was mistress 
of her own mind and body and will. 

Stant looked at her admiringly, although to one who 
doesn't speak the language of these present day young 
people, his words might have conveyed an entirely op- 
posite idea. 

“Pretty nasty get-up, old thing. Makes me hate you 
all over. Have to take you out and show you up for 
what you are. Hop in quick.” 

She settled herself easily, the motor whirred silkily 
and off they spun. They're going to have dinner and 
dance some place. They didn't say when they'd be back ; 
it'll be late, I’m certain. And I shall never once have 
the slightest misgiving about her. 

Stant Norris is one of the “flaming youths” of which so 
much has been written of late. He has more money than 
he knows how to spend, the son of a father who had to 
work hard and now indulges his offspring in every way 
possible. As yet it hasn’t utterly ruined Stant, nor has 
the admiration of the girls of his acquaintance, many 
of whom have made no secret of his fascination for 
them. But he’s wild, careless, entirely free to do as he 
pleases. When I was Coralie’s age no mother would 
have given her consent to her daughter's going out with 
him. For a “nice girl” then would have been the easy 
prey of a youth as sophisticated as he 

But Coralie! Cool, wise, keen. 
No one could fool her. Nor would 
she be so silly as to fool herself. She 
would calculate and weigh pro and 
con, should Stant whisper to her, 

“No one will ever know.” 

I can see her eyes flash, hear her 
gay laugh lilt out. He would go 
down to defeat before her amuse- 
ment. 

“No one will ever know, Marcia,” 
Blake Wallace bent over me, pushed 
the hair back from my forehead and 
looked hungrily into my eyes. And 
I believed him. Or at least persuaded 
myself that I did. I wanted to believe 


him. I was not a thoroughly so- 
phisticated girl but my intuitions 


were correct. I crushed all that back. 
I allowed to rise to the surface of my 
mind only what I desired to be there. 
If I felt any misgivings I denied them 
to myself. Would Coralie ever do 
such a thing? Indeed no! 

When I first came to Carstens to 
work it was a town of about a 
hundred thousand inhabitants. To 
me it seemed quite a city in com- 
parison with Milledgehurst, the vil- 
lage where I was born and in which 
I grew up. After a year in the bank 
there I concluded to try my luck in 


Carstens and inserted an advertise- 
ment in the paper, which was an- 
swered by Blake Wallace. He seemed 
pleased with my _ references but suggested that 


I make a trip to Carstens and let him try me out. Fol- 
lowing a day's trial he engaged me and my life there 
began. 

It was something of a step for me to take, since I 
had always lived quietly at home, knowing only small 
town social life. I had never experienced what it was 
to be lonely before and now I became almost desperate. 
For six months I went to concerts and entertainments 
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alone. There were two girls at the house where |] roomed 
but they did not attract me at all, and anyway | was tow 
“slow” to be companionable with them or any of the 
young men who came to see them. | wanted to give up 
and go back home but I hated to return and admit 
defeat. 

Besides I really liked my position very much. My em- 
ployer was pleased with my work and praised me tre. 
quently, my hours were reasonable and the pay 
good. I decided to try to stay a year. If at 
the end of that time | was still unhappy I would 


give up and go home. —<— 
Loneliness! | wonder if there is any one 

factor in city life that contributes more to wrong- 

doing. How many girls and boys with no thought ' 


of evil in their minds have finally straved into 


error because their solitude 
weighed them down with its 
burdens. It isn’t normal for 
young people to be solitary. 
They must have companion- 
ship and gayety. In that mood it is very easy to say: 

“Oh, what's the use? Here I am, my life is slipping 
by. These others are enjoying themselves. Perhaps it 
isn't what T should choose, but it's better than sticking in 
a gloomy old boarding-house or walking in the parks 
alone.” 

The boys don't cry but they feel that aching for youth- 
ful companionship, too. 

And then finally, boy or girl, they just “blow up.” 
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1 had entered upon my work in January and now it 
was the latter part of May. The air was soft and warm, 
unusually so even for that time of year. It was that 
sort of balmy weather that accentuates one’s loneliness, 
breaks down reserve. 

| sat before my desk, thinking of all the good times 
ihe young people at home would be having, canoeing on 
the river, going on picnics and to lawn parties. While 


] raised my eyes to his bright blue ones that 
met mine smilingly. How boyish he was! 
Strange that the youth of him did not call to 
the maternal in his wife. 


tonight | would probably go home to a dinner of corned 
beef and cabbage, and afterward sit sewing on buttons 
that the laundress had torn off. 

1] laid my head down on my typewriter, ugly, hard, 
cold thing, and wept unrestrainedly. 

“I’m so lonely, oh, I’m so lonely,” I sobbed. “It’s only 
foolish pride that keeps me here. I can’t stand it any 
longer.” 

I felt a hand on my shoulder and startled, glanced up 
to see Blake Wallace gazing down upon me with a look 
almost of tenderness. 

“You poor, poor little kid,” he said softly. “I’ve seen 
you change since you've been here, lose that happy ex- 
pression you wore when first I saw you. I’ve wondered 


what made it. Now I know. I should have guessed 
before, God knows, I have every reason to know what 
loneliness can do to a person. Take the afternoon off. 
You've earned it.” 

He patted me on the shoulder and smiled at me in 
such a kindly fashion that at once | felt better. 

What a good friend Mr. Wallace was, I thought. Not 
many employers would manifest so much interest in a 


stenographer. 
After that he was even more 
considerate than ever. He 


lightened my work, sending part 
of it out to a public stenog- 
rapher, he often dismissed me 
hefore the end of the day, and 
many times told me I did not 
need to get down before the 
middle of the forenoon. He 
was always so jolly and full of 
fun that I looked forward with 
eagerness to each day’s work. 
Sometimes perhaps he let his 
hand rest unnecessarily long on 
my shoulder, or slid it caress- 
ingly over mine as it lay on the 
desk. But it was only kindli- 
ness, I was sure. 

As I look this over it occurs 
to me that my reader may be 
getting the impression that 
Blake Wallace is going to turn 
out to be a wily villain. Not at 
all! He was a bright and prom- 
ising young attorney at that 
time, with a private income to 
supplement his lawyer's fees 
which as yet did not amount to 
a great deal. He was a boyish 
man, one of the kind that dearly 
loves fun and gayety; he im- 
pressed one as constantly and 
unsuccessfully trying to curb 
his youthful spirit. He couldn't 
conceal his love of life. It 
sparkled in his keen blue eyes, 
expressed itself in his quick, 
virile motions, shone forth in 
his pleasant, frequent smile. He 
did do wrong, of course, and yet 
it seems to me he had justi- 
fication. However the reader 
may judge for himself. 

June came. One Saturday I 
had just closed my typewriter 
desk and was preparing to leave 
when Mr. Wallace came hastily 
in from the consultation room. 

sas I had on a little flowered lawn 
dress that I had finished the evening before, and was just 
donning a new broad-brimmed straw hat with a blue 
velvet crown. I was looking into the mirror, adjusting it 
to my satisfaction, realizing that the ensemble was un- 
usually becoming to me, and reflecting a little bitterly 
that it didn’t avail me much to look nice since I never 
went any place, had any fun, or had anyone to admire me 
any more. I saw Blake’s face over my shoulder, so boyish 
and eager, that | turned suddenly, and as suddenly, he 
caught my hands in his. 

“T’m a lonely, lonely bachelor for three months. My 
wife has gone up to the lakes for the summer with the 
children. I've had a week of going home to an empty 


house every night, and today I [Continued on page 126] 


we 
53 


54 


HO is my father? Who is my mother? 
lf Topsy “just growed” what would you say 
about me? 

What is to become of me? What is to be my future? 

Who my mother is I cannot hazard a guess. I know 
nothing whatever about her and have been unable to find 
anyone who has any knowledge of her. | only know she 
gave herself to my father in the most sacred of all 
human relationships without the approval of church 
or state which would give me the right to bear my 
father’s name. 

Certainly I am not to blame and as I try to define 
the difference between myself and other girls I can see no 
difference. 

Questions! Questions! Questions! 

I am a living interrogation mark to myself and to the 
few persons who know my secret. Sometimes I wake up 
suddenly in the night, as if someone had called me, 
and as soon as I am conscious I begin to ask myself 
questions. Tears bring me no relief. The kindliest 
counsel of friends does not quiet that haunting wonder 
about myself. I feel that I must continue to grope 
mentally until I have found a satisfactory answer. 

While I fancy I am the unhappiest girl in the world | 
try to be sensible enough to work out my own social 
salvation by a process of reasoning which will be logical. 
I discovered a short time ago that I am not the daughter 
of the man and woman I have always called father and 
mother. I have learned that they are related to me in 
no way at all. I read a letter which was not intended for 
me to see. 

This knowledge has filled me at times with hatred for 
my father, whoever he is, and for all men. At other 
times I am compelled to believe there is a place in the 
world for me and that, possibly, I can take a place in the 
world as an honorable woman, even if my coming into 
the world did not have the sanction of church or state. 
At times I even aspire to take my place by the side of an 
honorable man as his wife and to bear him children who 
will be doubly beloved by me because I will be their 
mother and because they will not have the stain their 
mother bears. 


| 
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cAnother of Those 
Amazing ‘Revela- 
tions You Will Find 
Only in Smart Set 


Am I wicked in cherishing such hopes? Should I 
aspire to such natural womanly ambitions or should I 
sink without struggling into the disgrace which I have 
inherited ? 

My home is in New York and I have lived in New 
York since I can remember. I believe | was born here 
although I am not positive. I bear the name of the 
family with whom I live and my supposed father and 
mother have been as good to me as my own parents could 
have been, but I am not of their class and not of the 
same strain as their own two children. I began to 
realize this about five vears ago and that is what first 
aroused my suspicions about myself. 

The man and woman who pretend to be my mother and 
father are hard working, uneducated people. I do not 
say this+te their discredit and I will praise them to my 
dymg day for their kindness and generosity to me but as 
soon as I was able to understand | began to realize 
that I was not of their blood. 

There were many things which told me this and 
which added to my misgivings about myself and my en- 
vironment. Unconsciously I began to compare myself 
with their children whom [| call brothers. J hardly 
think my so-called brothers know about me and my 
history. If they did they probably would have men- 
tioned it to me. ° 

I have never been permitted to work. I was sent to 
a convent and received a good education. I speak two 
languages in addition to my own and because I had 
musical talent I was taught to play the piano. 

There was never any effort made to give my so-called 
brothers these advantages, whatever their talents might 
have been. I have always had all the pocket money | 
needed while the others in the family have never had any 
money to speak of, except what they have earned since 
they began working. I have had one or two trips to 
Adlantic City and Boston during the past few years and 
my brothers have never been given an opportunity to go 
farther than Coney Island. They are too poor. Appar- 
ently I am not. 

So, several years ago, I began to put two and two 
together, and finally decided [Continued on page 94| 
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I was an alien note amid this hard 


The Intimate Love Life o MN, 
Who 


ICK GRAY, the grocer’s son, was the first man to 

kiss me. I have already told you how that kiss so 
enraged my father that he drove me from home. Then 
in New York | was kissed by the rich Ronnie Mainwar- 
ing. | almost married Ronnie. Of course, he would 
never have proposed to me in the first place if | had not 
planned the whole thing and made myself irresistible. I 


should have gone through with it and married him prob- 
ably, if I hadn’t seen him riding with a girl of his own 
set. That woke me up and | gave him back his ring, and 
said good-bye. 

Now I shall tell you how I, a simple country maid of 
seventeen, who was learning the ways of the city, en- 
tered the chorus and the arms of a stage-door Johnnie. 


| 
| | 
| | 
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glitter of exotic daring and bare backs. 


Have Kissed 


FTER I had broken with Ronnie The final blow was my friend Netta 
Mainwaring life began to flag. For Steven's decision to leave Madame 
every rewson or no reason | felt miserably dis- Lucy’s and return to the stage. The man who paid the 

contented. Somehow I hated working at even the rent of her flat had gone away and presented her with 
smartest of New York’s modistes because women's the remainder of the lease. She suggested I should leave 
gowns reminded me of my father’s country store where Aunt Mary’s boarding house and share the flat. | agreed 
| had been oppressed, and miserable, and even beaten. joyfully, but the thought of Madame Lucy's without 
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Netta’s cheerful protecting presence was unbearable. 
“It’s no good, April. 1 can’t stand posing for a lot of 
women customers any longer. I'd rather show my legs 
for the benefit of men. At least they appreciate them 
instead of being jealous. I was on the stage as a kid, 
and they're always glad of a trained mannequin for a 
musical show. Hilary Clegg, stage manager at the 
Summerhouse Theater, has made me an offer.” ” 

“Oh, Netta,” | begged, “can't you get him to give me 
a job in the chorus? I'm pretty, and I dance quite well, 
and I've got a fairly good singing voice.” 

“It’s an absolute brain-wave,” declared Netta laughing. 
“Clegg loves them young and tender like you. -I'll fix up 
an interview. I'm sure you can make out easily at the 
theater. You're just the type.” 

So a week later, for better or worse, I approached the 
new life. 


N A chorus dressing-room of the Summerhouse The- 
A ater a dozen girls discussed life as it immediately af- 
fected them, wrangled with the dresser, and made up for 
the first act of “Love Wisely” all at the same time. 

Maggie, have my shoes come ?” 

“Ain't seen nothing of them, Miss Pomeroy.” 

“You don’t want me to go on in these things? I abso- 
lutely float about in them. Richardson's man swore he'd 
send the others. Phyllis darling, lend me a mite of wet- 
white. | simply must have some more on my arms.” 

Phyllis, a lovely blonde, clad simply in the briefest of 
chiffon undies, continued to gaze fixedly at her reflection, 
in a strip of looking-glass screwed to the wall and work 
grease paint into her oval cheeks. 

The call boy, hammering on the door, cried raucously : 

“live minutes, ladies, please. Beginners for the first 
act!" 

In a far corner of the room I stood watching Netta 
Stevens subdue the last curl, impose the final touches of 
carmine and eye-lash black. | struck an alien note amid 
this hard glitter and cast-iron effrontery even as my blue 
street-suit contrasted with the exotic daring of still 
shorter skirts and bare backs. 1| felt too frail spiritually 
and physically to survive in an atmosphere of robust 
charms and emotional hardihood. Netta surveyed me 
critically with blue-lidded, scarlet-cornered eyes. 

“| think he’ll give you a chance, April,” she observed 
judiciously at last. “Clegg’s no fool. He knows the 
value of a contrast with us bold, bad girls, but you must 
go out after him. Give him the glad eye and look as if 
you didn’t care whether you go on here or not. Suggest 
the idea you've got a rich pal in the background. That 
with your face and your legs ought to do the trick. Bluff 
for all you're worth.” 

Again there came that thundering summons. 

“Overture! Deginners, please, ladies!” 

The chorus flaunted down a flight of narrow stone 


stairs with shrill snatches of song. 
A LONE with the aged dresser I picked up a hare’s 
foot idly and played with it. I rubbed a little wet- 
white experimentally on my wrist. From far away came 
syncopated bursts of music as someone opened and shut 
a door. The aged dresser wagged a wise head sagely : 
“Some bunch, ain't they? Goin’ on, dearie? You 
couldn't have chosen a better house. Fairly alive with 
millionaires we are.” 
With wisdom beyond my years, I slipped a dollar into 
her hand. 
“Wish me luck, Maggie. I want it, oh, I do want it!” 
My breath came sighing between parted lips. The old, 
wild, wicked magic of the theater had already inoculated 
me. 
During the first interval there came a messenger. 


“Miss Stevens and Miss Rogers are wanted in Mr 
Clegg’s room at once. Come this way please.” 

Hilary Clegg sat at a roll-top desk in an over-decorate:| 
room. A piano occupied one corner ; signed photographs 
and posters covered the walls. He had a pale, smooth- 
shaven sophisticated face and his dark eyes knew neither 
pity nor restraint. They roamed openly over me from 
head to foot in scientific appraisal. 

“You want to go on here, Miss Rogers? Have you any 
stage experience 

“No,” I answered softly. and my eyes met his, limpidly 
clear. A faint change insinuated itself into the stage- 
manager's voice and manner. My almost childish 
beauty and appeal, my very frailness and slenderness, 
troubled him, as they had always troubled men ever since 
I could remember. He shrugged faintly at the reply, but 
he did not end the interview. 

“Can you sing?” 
” 


“Yes. 


“A little.” 

“Walk across the room.” 

I walked as Netta did when, as a mannequin, she had 
lent the mystery and appeal to priceless gowns and there- 
by doubled their price. I walked as though the very 
existence of Mr. Hilary Clegg, his theater, and all that 
was his weighed less with me than the dust on a butter- 
fly's wing. At the far side of the room I turned sharply, 
with a flick of my skirt that emphasized slim legs and 
small feet, and stood looking at him with a smile, half 
innocent, half calculated. 

He paused a moment. 

“What about your legs?” 

“My legs?” I murmured, momentarily confused. 

“You'll need to show more of them here than you're 
showing at present. What about the rest of them?” 

Half-scared I raised my skirt a couple of inches, ex- 
hibiting two silk knees. 

“Yes, yes,” snapped Mr. Clegg impatiently. “Go on!" 


F°t a moment fright overcame me. Then | recalled 
the calm nakedness of Phyllis in the dressing room, 
the unreserved frankness of modern acrobatic dancing. 
Desperately | revealed the rest of my stockings. 

Mr. Clegg surveyed the result with weary tolerance. 

“All right. Rehearse at ten to-morrow.” 

A little sigh escaped me. I! let my skirt fall. I had 
won. 

A month later ] stood again in the same room, a very 
painted, manicured, curled darling, with pearl-powdered 
bare arms and shoulders, and long silken legs under my 
short skirt. 

“Miss Rogers,” snapped Hilary Clegg. “I’m not 
satisfied with you. On the surface you're all right, but 
that’s not enough. You aren't here just to go on and 
come off and sing a little and dance a few steps. I've 
introduced several charming, influential men to you, but 
I don't see you dancing with them at the right places or 
lunching at the right restaurants. You're no good to me, 
my dear, if you're no good socially. You ought to know 
that chorus girls either fill the seats or get out of the 
chorus. What's the matter with you?” 

I shrugged. The old, old problem had cropped up 
once more. 

“T don’t mind lunching with them and dancing with 
them, but they won't stop at that. They want more than 
they're ever likely to get. They're men,” I ended wearily. 

“Rubbish, dear. You need a little tact. I don’t want 
to be hard on you. You're pretty'n all that and you've 
worked hard. You don’t miss performances or turn up 
late. Tell you what; I'm running down to Brighton my- 
self on Sunday with the Hon. George Cranfield and we 
want another girl to make a fourth. You'd better come 
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At the the curb I saw a specimen of the only car in the world, flanked by an agitated chauffeur, 
and I recognized my heaven-sent opportunity. 


along and see life. You want waking up. What say?” 

[ reflected. | saw a powerful car and luncheon baskets, 
champagne and smart hotels; men, charming enough on 
the surface becoming cold, half-bullying, imperative if a 
girl said “thus far and no farther.” 

“T don’t think so, thanks. I hate being pawed about, 
and kisses tasting of drink, and having my hair rumpled 
and my frock crumpled up into a rag-bag.” 

“Then your notice expires in a fortnight. That’s all.” 


I went out with feet of lead for all my gay frock and 
artificial pink. Always, inevitably, one came up against 
the insatiable demands of men. Always, hitherto, I had 
refused; yet was it worth while continually to differ 
from other girls, to take the rough of life instead of the 
smooth, because of some instinct for exclusiveness fast 
fading into a legend these modern days? How long was 
one to go on struggling against the stream when every 
other girl floated down it in a golden argosy to the strains 
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of soft music, the tinkle of jeweled ornaments, and the 
liquid rustle of silken garments ? 


Netta when she heard, “you 
I don't say you aren't 
I wasn’t born a hermit 
My face and my figure 
But as for 


“Well,” commented 
please yourself in this world. 
right, but youll have a dull life. 
and the world isn’t a convent. 
won't last forever and then I'll repent. 
now—shoo! Let's get away with it!” 

| went on in the last act waiting for a redeeming sign 
from heaven or a sufficiently attractive temptation from 
hell, and which it was | neither knew nor cared. 

Passing out at the stage door | became aware of some 


opened the door, pushed the boy in and I followed. 

“Take him home for heaven’s sake and I'll try and 
keep him quiet,” | whispered. The man nodded, clicked 
the door catch, and the great car whirled away. 

We travelled up West End avenue and stopped before 
a block of expensive flats. The chauffeur opened the 
door. 

“Perhaps, Miss, | had better inform Jackson,” he 
said tactfully. I nodded. The chauffeur rang the door 
bell and returned with a perfectly impersonal valet, 
who, taking his master’s arm, assisted him through the 
hall into the lift. I found myself a minute later stand- 

ing in a smoking 


unusual feature. 

Pigeon, the room evidently 

haughty autocrat furnished regard- 

of that portal , less of cost. The 

whom a five dollar The Folly of boy lay back, 
ghastly white, in a 


bill would melt in- 
to subservient hu- 
manity, gazed ma- 
jestically at a 
strayed reveller, 
who wore the con- 
ventional evening 


WORRY 


deep leather arm- 
chair. Jackson re- 
appeared silently 
with a cup of 
strong coffee and 
administered it. 
The patient gasped, 


By 


garb in a slightly 
exaggerated form. sat up, and ex- 
crumpled gar- Rev. Ftarvey McClelland claimed : 
denia distinguished “A big soda, 
his buttonhole quick, for God's 
An opera-hat " HERE am I?” asked the white-faced woman who had faint- sake !”’ 
swayed _ perilously ed in the busy street, as they splashed water on her face. Jackson brought 
on his head. He “You're in Forty-second Street,” said the policeman, who held the soda, which 
stood planted with the glass to her lips, and she apparently was satisfied. I heard the disappeared almost 
the illusive stead- speaker as I passed by, and for the first time I wasn’t satisfied. at one swallow. 
fastness of the in- ; Go away now, 
toxicated, pointed In Forty-second Street! Where is Forty-Second Street? In and don't come 
solemnly at Pigeon New York. Where is New York? In the United States. Where back,” ordered his 
are they? In the Western Hemisphere. Where is that? On the master _ peevishly. 


a gold-mounted 
ebony stick and ob- 
served wrathfully: 


Earth. Where is the Earth? In Space. Where is Space? For the 
life of me, I DO NOT KNOW. Neither does anybody else. 


Jackson went, still 
preserving his un- 
earthly calm. 


“Mush shee How little we do know, after all. We don't know where ‘ 
Miss Julia | Car- we've come from. We don’t know where we're going. We don’t The lawful ten- 
teret. Ver’ ol even know where we are. Why then worry about anything? ant of the premises 
irien O mine. Why lose our tempers, and get hot and flurried about the myriad ran a shaky hand 
Gon tell her at UNIMPORTANT things we do know, when there are so many through his damp 
wonsh !” IMPORTANT things we don't? locks and gazed 
Now Miss Julia , wearily at me. 
Carteret was the Old Mother Nature can afford to take things easily. So can we. “How the devil 
brightest particular Let's resolve then to cut out all that fret and fume, that annoys did you get here ?” 
star of ‘‘Love so much and achieves so little. he inquited at last. 
Wisely.” Confucius, Gautama, Plato, Jesus—they all found time to sit “I brought you 
“You'd better go and stare. They never tore around like madmen. Yet their work home from the 
home, sir. Miss is built for ever into the warp and woof of the world. Su mm merhouse. 
Carteret can't see ‘ ; You were raising 
you,” came aus- No, we don’t know where we are, or where we're going. But blue murder at the 
terelvy from I guess the One Who brought us so far does know, and that’s stage door. And I 
Pigeon. all that really matters. Isn't it? should like a cig- 
‘Heaven love aret.” I said very 
calmly, looking 


your soul,” began 
the stranger fero- 
ciously, or words to that effect. But I, having preceived at 
the curb a specimen of the only car in the world, flanked 
by an agitated chauffeur, recognized my heaven-sent op- 
portunity. I slipped a dollar from the depths of my 
hand-bag into the willing hand of Pigeon, leaned con- 
fidingly against the reveller and caught his arm. 

“Come along, old thing, we'll go and find Julia to- 
gether,” murmured reassuringly. “Night-night, 
girls.” 

The stranger, who seemed to be a mere boy, allowed 
himself to be led away. I looked very delightful and 
he knew he had a fearful head. The agitated chauffeur 


down at him with 
a smile. | lit the cigaret and waited for him to speak. 
“The fact of the matter is, I was drunk,” confessed 
the young man in a burst of confidence. “Do you know 
why | got drunk? Because I’m rich, at least, my dad 
is rich, which comes to the same thing. He's a manu- 
facturer up North, and I'm trying to enjoy myself and 
can't. Can’t get hold of the right people. No friends in 
New York except billiard sharps. No girls except, well, 
you know. There's nothing doing. Damn these boots!” 
He gazed savagely at a pair of narrow patent-leather 
button boots. 
“Oh! I observed carefully, [Continued on page 108] 
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Last month Mr. 
Ziegfeldtold 
Smart Set readers 
how his glorified 
American girls 
win rich husbands. 
Here are two good 
reasons that can be 
told in one word: 
LOOK! Gladys 
Glad (left) and 
Antoinette Boots 
(right). 


White Se 


Fine birds in fine feathers: Norma Lee Forest, Gladys Glad and Katherine Krosty in Ziegfeld’s Revue. 


Glorifying Mr. Ziegfeld 
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Why go to Paris for styles, 
asks Hollywood, when the 
movies offer creations like 
these worn by Claire Wind- 
sor? This eye-teasing frock 
is from the original design 
at the lower right by the emi- 
nent Andre-ain whose pleas- 
ant task it is to see that 
Metro - Goldwyn - Mayer 
Stars are just one step 

of the mode. Miss Wind- 
sors frock was developed in 
tan satin with black panne 
velvet bodice, — ued 
flowers and border of er- 
mine fur. Sounds enticing, 
doesn't it? Perhaps you 
would look as charming as 
Claire if you wore this frock 

at an afternoon tea. 


Film Fashions 
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Again the fascinating result 
of team work between Mon- 
sieur Andre-ain and Miss 
Windsor. But you'll admit 
that the flesh and blood 
Claire has it all over Andre- 
ain’s lady of the sketch. This 
gown is of American beauty 
velvet, embroidered in black 
and gold and trimmed with 
wide bands of gold cloth and 
black fur. With the gaunt- 
lets, cane and cigarette, 
Claire can swagger into any 
man’s heart. This costume 
was designed for the role 
Miss Windsor plays in 
“Dance Madness”, but that 
is no reason why you should 
not copy any part of it for 
street wear, if you like it. 
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it be a shame if 
those tresses should 
ever grow to hide 
her lovely figure? 
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ee We hope Lucile 
Pinson, in M-G- 
é M's “Upstage,” is 
2 not training for 
4 mat taining fo 
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My favorite mare 

thrust her soft nose 

against my face 

and at that instant 

I heard the sound 

of someone riding 
fast. 


Love 
See Wrong 


I knew what I was doing and deliberately entered 
into it all. 

Perhaps, according to certain ethics, I was immodest, 
lacking in maidenly reserve, but I would do the same 
thing if I had to make that choice all over again. 

I was born and brought up on a farm in the far West, 
near the Canadian border in the State of Washington. 
My father owned a farm, and we sent our produce into 
the nearest city. We were not rich but we were com- 
fortably well off. When I was about fifteen, my father 
died. With her usual pluck, my mother carried on the 
farm with the help of a hired man and his wife, and as | 
had no brothers or sisters, mother showed me an even 
deeper understanding than otherwise might have been 


NOR THE sake of love, I tasted the dregs of life. 


possible. 1 know that when the test came, mother under- 
stood perfectly. 

I was and still am essentially a girl of the out-of-doors. 
The only life worth having as far as I am concerned is 
the life of the open spaces with the wind sweeping 
across my face. 

Only the other day I was twenty-one, and yet through 
the experience which came to me because of my love for 
Sanford Hill, I feel that I am really older. 

It seems as if I had always loved him, as though, at 


one time, no one could ever come between Sanford and 


me. Why, the very idea of it would have made us both 
laugh! 

Sanford’s parents died when he was quite a little boy. 
He was adopted by his uncle and aunt, who had the farm 


cA Story of that Simple Faith which Moves Mountains 
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adjoining ours. So that, although he was three years 
older than I, we practically grew up together. I know 
it was always to his little playmate, who later became his 
sweetheart, that Sanford brought his boyhood troubles, 
for his relatives, though well meaning, were too stern 
and cold to understand his rather complex nature. My 
mother loved him almost as though he had been her own 
son. 

I don’t remember when Sanford actually asked me to 
be his wife, but it was an understood thing and we 
always pictured our life together. Sanford was am- 
bitious and did not want to stay on the farm. 


= OBODY ever makes any real money,” he would 

complain. “One day, Agnes, we'll light out for 
the big city. Then you shall be proud of me. I want 
money in chunks,” he would go on. “Millions!” 

“Wouldn't you be happy with me on a farm?” I'd ask. 

“I’d be happy anywhere with you, sweetheart,” San- 
ford would reply, “but I want money for you, pearls, 
jewels, furs, oh, just everything!” 

Once we were riding together through the woods. 
Through an opening in the trees we could see a marvel- 
ous sunset. 

“Look, Sanford!” I pointed with my riding crop. 
“Look at the golds and reds and purples. Could the mil- 
lions you want to make give me anything as lovely ?” 

He steered his horse close beside the mare I was riding 
and slipped his arm about my waist. 

“Darling,” he said, “you shall have all of it! The sun- 
sets and the horses and the out of doors as well as a 
millionaire’s surroundings. One day, I'll go away and 
when I come back, we'll be rich. Uncle will leave me 
the farm when he dies, but I don’t want to wait for dead 
men’s shoes, and I'll never be content just to be a farmer 
in the sticks.” Even in that moment of rosy ecstasy, I 
think I sensed the danger that lay in Sanford’s ambitions, 
but what could I say? I was proud of him, proud of his 
courage, his spirit. I felt that if again I voiced my 
desire for the simple things of life, I should be a drag 
on him. 

So I did little to discourage him except to point out 
that he did not have to win wealth or fame to win me. I 
was content with the out-of-doors, with simple, everyday 
pleasures, with love. 


SHALL never forget that September day! I had 
just finished feeding the chickens, and was walking 
towards the barn. “Miss Pickford,” my favorite mare, 
the one | nearly always rode, was at my side and she 
thrust her soft nose against my face, playfully pushing 
me. Then I heard the sound of galloping hoofs, and a 
second later, Sanford came dashing in through the gate. 
“It’s come, Sweetness!” he cried, as he ran towards 
me. “It’s come!” 

“What is it?” I asked with a little note of anxiety in 
my voice. ‘What is it?” Even then, I think my heart 
told me that he was bringing me news of his going away. 

“You know about my mother’s cousin, the one I 
always called ‘Uncle Dick?’ ” Sanford went on excitedly, 
his eyes shining, as he drew me down beside him on the 
low bough of an old apple tree, our favorite seat since 
our childhood days. “He died a few days ago in Chi- 
cago. Agnes! Hle’s left me twenty thousand dollars, 
and I don't even have to wait for it. He arranged for it 
to be paid me at once by the trustees! I heard from the 
lawyers today, just now, and the money’s there for me at 
any moment! I can't pretend to be sorry, because I 
haven't seen him since I was quite a kid, and here’s my 
chance, Sweetness, here’s my chance!” 

“You could buy a share in your uncle’s farm,” I sug- 
gested, but I knew he wouldn't do it. 


“Buy a share in a farm!” he laughed. “This is my 
stake! Me for the big city! I'll get a job in a Wall 
Street office as a messenger, anything as long as it will 
pay for my keep, while I learn the game. Then watch 
me!” 


“Your mind is made up and nothing I can say will 
stop you going,” I said gently, “so go, Sanford boy, and 
I'll be waiting for you,” and I added, “If things don’t 
pan out as you hope and expect, then remember, dear, 
that it won’t make any difference to me. I'll be waiting 
just the same and be every bit as happy as long as life in- 
cludes the out-of-doors and you!” 

But he would not hear of failure. He went on eagerly 
painting pictures of his success and of all the things 
he would do with his fortune when he had made it. 

“Remember,” I told him, “that Gertrude Masters is 
living in New York now. She has a job as a journalist. 
Keep in touch with her, because I know she will try to 
help you. She’s not the sort to forget our school days 
together.” 

“Sure I'll look up Gertrude,” he said. 
can help me any.” 


“Not that she 


HE very next evening he came to say good-bye. 
Mother kissed him. 

“Don’t forget there is always a home for you here, 
Sonny,” she said. “If things go at all wrong, you can 
always be sure of a welcome here. With that dumb 
hired man of ours getting dumber every day, we'd be 
doing ourselves a good turn at that.” 

I looked at her with a smile. I knew mother was say- 
ing that just to make our home a refuge for Sanford 
without any hurt to his pride. 

I said my last good-bye to him on our seat on the 
bough of the old apple tree. He promised to write not 
less than twice a week, and my eyes were wet with tears 
as I returned to the kitchen and felt mother’s comforting 
arms about me. 

“He’s a lad in a thousand,” mother said to me. “A 
little headstrong and foolish, but he'll outgrow that. 
When he finds things aren’t as easy as he thinks, he will 
come back to you, dear, but I feel that there’s many a 
rough lesson for him to learn first. Meanwhile, you'll be 
learning a woman’s task, and it may come hard on you.” 

“What’s a woman’s task?” I asked her, as I moved 
away and began to wash the dishes. 

“To learn to wait with a smile!” mother answered. 

When Sanford first left us in September he had writ- 
ten regularly twice and three times a week. He had ob- 
tained employment in the office of a firm of Wall Street 
brokers. His letters had been full of enthusiasm. Then 
he wrote less frequently and the tone of his letters 
changed, a bitter, slightly cynical note crept in. Then, 
gradually his letters ceased altogether. 

I was heart-broken and mother’s words came back to 
me. “A woman’s task is to learn to wait with a smile.” 


BOUT this time, I received a long letter from Ger- 

trude Masters. Sanford was drinking, hitting the 
white lights! She hated telling me this but explained 
that she felt it was her duty. “For,” Gertrude had con- 
cluded, “if you want to save your man, you’d better get 
busy and hop the first train, that is if you feel he’s worth 
saving.” 

Most girls, I suppose, would have allowed pride or 
modesty to stand in their way, but I didn’t. I hadn’t any 
pride, where my love was concerned, and if it is im- 
modest to try to rescue the man you love from his own 
weakness, then I am devoid of modesty! 

I talked it over with my mother and she understood. 

“The boy is only weak,” she said. “If you really love 
him, dear, then go and help him at the moment when he 
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’ That night, as assistant hostess in the night club, I met the man I loved and showed him and his Titian haired girl to their table. 


needs you most. And I hope you can really save him.” the simple facts of life. I realized that with drink to 
So with a few hundred dollars in my purse | was on _ sap his will-power, Sanford had probably been unfaith- 
my way to New York to see if I could rescue Sanford. ful to me, that there would be women in his life. Don’t 
I faced the situation squarely. Young as I was, I was _ think I liked the idea. I didn't a little bit. But I had to 
no fool. Mother had not brought me up in ignorance of _ face the thing which I was on my way to tackle, and my 
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love was strong enough even for that test. If Sanford 
had fallen as low as all that, even more was he in need 
of my rescuing love. 

“Last call for dinner!’ was being shouted, and I real- 
ized | was hungry. I made my way into the dining car, 
which was fairly well crowded, and sat down at the 
only vacant table. I was glancing at the menu, when a 
grey haired man came into the car. He was tall, spare 
and had a certain something about him which may best 
be described as “dignity.”” He looked like a man of im- 
portance, one accustomed to having things his own way. 
Quietly dressed, he subtly gave the impression of wealth. 


WAITER showed him to my table. “May I sit 
here?” he asked. “There doesn’t seem to be an- 
other vacant place.” 

“That’s quite all right,” I assured him. “The train is 
very crowded.” 

Quite easily we fell into conversa- 
tion. I learned that his name was 
Gifford Norden, and that although 
he had originally come from the 
West, he had been a resident of New 
York for many years. He made me 
feel that he was no mere travelling 
acquaintance but that I had known 
him for a long time. Such was the 
finished charm of the man! 

I told him a little about myself, 
that I was going to see a friend of 
mine in New York, that I was an out- 
of-doors girl, that I did not expect to 
make a long visit to the big city. 

Gifford Norden told me that he 
was a stockbroker, but intensely in- 
terested in theatrical matters, so that 
he often backed the production of a 
play. Frankly he admitted that the 
night life of Broadway amused him. 

“As in everything else,” he said as 
we sat over our coffee, “it’s a ques- 
tion of moderation. Moderation in 
everything, little girl! Too much 
Wall Street is just as bad for a man 
as too much Broadway and vice 
versa. Too much champagne is bad, 
while a little good wine never did 
anybody any harm!” 

Thinking of Sanford, I began to 
ask Mr. Norden about the night club 
life of New York. I admitted that 
I had a friend and that I had heard 
he was making a fool of himself. 

“May I ask a personal question ?” 
my gray-haired companion asked. 

“Certainly!” 

“How much money has this young 
fellow ?” 

“About twenty thousand dollars,” 
[ answered feeling that was a lot of money. 

“Then he won't last long!” Gifford Norden assured 
me. “Twenty thousand may sound like a lot of money. 
Cleverly invested, it might be the foundation of a young 
fellow’s business career, but as poker chips in the game 
of Broadway cabarets, as thin a roll as that won’t stand 
much punishment! Take it from me, young lady, it will 
not be long before he’s down and out.” 

There was something so sincere about him, that I felt 
I could trust him. Here was a man, whose advice might 
be of incalculable advantage to me. 

“I wish I might confide in you!” I said impulsively. 

“At your service,” he replied. He signaled to a waiter 


Sanford caught me close to him 

and kissed me before them all. 

“We will wait,” he cried, “until 

we get home and be married in 
the big out of doors.” 
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and before I could stop him he had paid for both our 
checks. It seemed silly, to object as I was sure Mr. 
Norden hardly realized what he was doing. 

“I have a drawing-room,” he went on. “Let's go 
there where we can talk without everybody hearing what 
we have to say.” 

He said it as though it were the most ordinary thing in 
the world. I left the dining car with him and entered 
his drawing-room in the next car. 

Presently, I was confiding in my new friend all about 
the real reason for my trip to New York. 

“With your experience behind you,” I concluded, 
“with what must be a great knowledge of human nature, 
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how would you go about making Sanford realize the 


mistake he is making? How can I best make him re- 


turn to the farm?” 

“Tt’s an amazing story,” he said thoughtfully. “Very 
few girls would take your attitude. If you follow my 
advice, you'll forget this young man as quickly as pos- 
sible. Let him go to the devil in his own way. You are 
too pretty, too fresh and charming to waste another 
thought on him. Why don’t you think of yourself more? 
Dear little girl, you don’t realize your own charms! I'll 
be perfectly frank with you. I’m forty-five, which may 
seem old to you but isn’t to me! Equally frankly, I 
happen to be a very rich man. Again, frankly, you in- 


trigue me more than 
anyone I have seen 
for a long time. I’m 
a divorced man. An 
unhappy marriage, 
the usual thing. A 
younger stole 
my wife from me, 
and though I di- 
vorced her, we are 
stil quite good 
friends and as she is 
the hostess of a 
night club, “The Ro- 
manoft Tavern’ to 
be exact. I see her 
nearly every evening 
and we are the best 
of pals. All the 
same, I’ll never mar- 
ry again, which does 
not say that | 
couldn’t give a pret- 
ty girl a wonderful 
time and a perfectly 
straight deal! 
There! I’ve put my 
cards on the table. 
I’ve not lied or pre- 
tended. Why not ac- 
cept? You can pil- 
lage the Fifth Ave- 
nue shops, have your 
own apartment with 
your own servants, a 
car, whatever your 
pretty little self de- 
sired. What about 
it?” 

“This about it. 
Mr. Norden,” I 
answered slowly. 
“Just this! Where 
most girls would call 
you a cad for saying 
what you have, | see 
something finer in 
you. I’m not even 
angry! I’m sorry, 
sorry that what was 
once, I am certain, a 
fine, chivalrous man, 
could fall to—to 
say what you just 
have to a young girl 
traveling alone. And 
I don’t believe you 
meant it either, so 
instead of marching 
out of this drawing-room now, we'll just pretend it never 
happened, and you can go on being the fine person you 
really are, the kind of a man, your mother, if she’s still 
alive, believes her son to be!” 

Had I struck him across the face with a whip, he 
could not have looked more surprised. And then he be- 
haved just as | thought he would, for if you believe in 
the hidden goodness and whiteness of a man, it does 
something to bring it to the top. Had I made a scene, 
called him names, dashed out of the drawing-room, he 
would have felt no regret. But instead: 


“I haven’t seen my mother for fifteen or sixteen 
years,” he said to me in almost a [Continued on page 142] 
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O YOU think it 
possible that a 
mother could so 

hate her only child that she would imprison her in a 

madhouse? It is incredible that such a thing could 

happen. Yet that is what my mother did to me. 

When I was quite a young woman something in my 
brain snapped, as the indirect result of the strain of my 
bitter childhood, and the misfortunes of my girlhood. 
I was temporarily out of my mind, but I was never 
insane, and the seven weeks that I spent in an asylum 
with the poor mental wreckage of humanity, was an ex- 
perience that few people in the ordinary course of their 
lives, are called upon to endure. 

I shall never forget that ordeal. It is.a miracle that 
I did not lose control of my faculties completely ; that 
I am not still in the asylum as a “harmless” case. 
Fortunately I was able to secure my release, despite 
the protests of my mother, and the indifference of the 
man I was married to. And, strange. though it may 
seem, I have since turned my terrible experience to good 
advantage. 

In my collaboration with the Ex-Crown Princess of 
Saxony in “My Own Story,” the Princess described her 
feelings, when she realized that the “Nursing Home” 
(where she was sent by order of the King of Saxony) 
was in reality a madhouse. When she read my inter- 
pretation of her thoughts, she cried: 

“Maude, how did you know what I went through?” 

“Because, Your Imperial Highness, I, too, have been 
shut up in a madhouse,” I answered. 

Thus, when I made the English translation of Louise 
of Coburg’s unhappy memories, I was able to express 
her feelings with complete understanding. Once again 
the shadow of the prison house darkened my past when 
my work with Countess Marie Larisch obliged me to 
study the mentality of the Habsburgs and the Wittels- 
bachs, and to assume their tragic mantle of heredity. 
Without my own personal experience of insanity, I could 
not have done so. 


HAT was the cause of my mother’s hatred? Why 
did she go to such lengths as practically to bury me 
alive, to cause me to suffer the torments of a living 
death? To explain this, it is necessary to go far back. 
I am the daughter of parents who should not have 
sought the great adventure in matrimony. My mother 
was one of those women who ought to be wives in 
name only. 
She submitted to the claims of marriage, but she ab- 
horred the discomfort attendant on child-bearing. 


By MAUDE M. 6. FFOULKES 
Noted Author and Biographer 


These factors deter- 
mined the bitter antagon- 
ism which my mother dis- 
played towards me until the last day of her life. 

My father, young, brilliantly clever, and tempera- 
mental, adored me. He died when I was barely five, but 
child though I was, I never lost the memory of his 
vivid personality, and in the first lonely years, a passing 
figure, or the sound of a voice which recalled my father, 
made my heart beat faster. 

I became a dreamer of dreams at an early age. I 
looked upon myself as a prisoner, and the words freedom 
and escape sang always in my heart. 


HE disillusion of my father’s married life was amply 

avenged by my mother’s second husband, a man 
whose mind betrayed a deliberation that denied all im- 
pulse or generosity. Nothing in his thought-out method 
of living was miscalculated; he lied to Mama and ob- 
tained the control of her fortune with the same vigilant 
exactitude that he wore the heels of his shoes down. 
Indeed, so regular were his habits, that these virtues 
covered a multitude of sins, and when he was at length 
unmasked as a callous sensualist Mama tearfully re- 
marked “How could I imagine there was anything wrong 
with a man who was never late for dinner?” 

I was now entirely in my mother’s hands, but what 
an environment for a sensitive child! A succession of 
boarding schools, and holiday governesses were my 
portion, and I experienced the intense soul loneliness 
which springs from lack of affection. 

When I was nineteen I came back from an expensive 
finishing school to find that my stepfather had spent the 
whole of Mamma’s fortune. But although she dreaded 
poverty, the prospect of my presence at home was far 
more distasteful. However, at twenty, I was not over 
wise, and I married. 

My husband, unluckily for both of us, admired slender 
women, and I was supple as a willow wand. But no 
happy marriage ever yet resulted from the haste in 
which mine was arranged. We were actually unsuited to 
each other, and we gradually drifted farther and farther 
apart. 

Realising that I was dead to my husband as a woman 
and as a wife, because I had ceased to interest him in 
either capacity, I decided to lead my life apart, and I 
soon dropped out of the way of my friends and acquain- 
tances. Sufficient unto myself, I discovered a tiny flat 
but I had not been many weeks in it before I knew 
that my daily bread must perforce often be butterless! 
I had made a start as a [Continued on page 101] 
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Does Life Seem Cruel to You? 
AVE you felt yourself abused, mistreated, crushed by conditions, ill health or loss of money? Then 
read what Maude M. C. Ffoulkes endured and what she learned from her suffering. Truly every ex- 
perience is of benefit to the brave man or woman and when Mrs. Ffoulkes came out of the insane asylum she 
began the career that has won her friends and fame. She wrote the tragic story of the Ex-Crown Princess 
of Saxony, and with the Princess Louise of Coburg she wrote, “My Own Affairs.” These and other books 
were so powerful that today she is known as the greatest living biographer. She herself says she learned how 
to paint the sufferings of other people while living in a madhouse. 
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eAnd I Had Always Thought 1 Was 


ODAY | hear men 
boast that they are no 
longer narrow-minded 


about the women they love, 
and plan to marry. They give 
me to understand that they 
are of a new generation that 
has deliberately let down the. 
bars for women. Matured 
under the modern process, 
young men profess that they 
now marry the girl who cap- 
tures their hearts regardless 
of the fact that her past would 
never stand the tests by which 
our grandfathers picked our 
grandmothers. 

In the secret of my own 
man’s heart I do not believe 
them. I am of this brave 
young generation that has 
avowedly discarded narrow- 
mindedness about women, 
and yet I have gone through 
an experience in love that 
proves that we still belong to 
a past generation when we concern ourselves seriously 
with women, love, and marriage. 


HY did I renounce my alleged broad-mindedness 

that crisp October night when the elements, having 
blotted out the mountain trails like a great, black 
smothering force, drove a girl like a command of Fate 
into my cabin? Why did I condemn her in spite of the 
fact that she was just the beautiful, impulsive young 
girl whom Nature fashions to attract my kind of man? 
Her last name was one that all of Piedmont and Tide- 
water, Virginia, linked with its epic history and proud 
traditions. Here she shall be known only as Lan, which 


spoken in the carressive voice of the Old South seems 
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even sweeter and softer to my way of thinking than her 
baptismal name, Landry. Something of the beauty of her 
mountains repeated itself in her. Her hair was so 
black that it seemed blue in certain lights; for instance 
such lights as my wind-wavering candle flames afforded 
the night of her coming. Sometimes her eyes made me 
think of the Blue Ridge gazing expectantly and eagerly 
toward Dawn coming out of the far-away sea, and at 
others their dreaminess conjured the Blue Ridge peering 
wistfully through the amber mist of dusk at the fading 
sunset skies beyond. 

Lan was tall. But, she seemed even taller that night 
of the storm in her slim tan boots, her white riding 
breeches, and dark coat. She carried herself, despite 
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A tall man stood in the doorway and 

I saw upon his tense face the ugly look 

of the man who has caught a woman 
outraging him. 


exhaustion, with an air that belongs to the grandeur of 
mountains, and coats of arms that have come down 
through the centuries. There was no false pride, or 
swagger ; just that natural air of being somebody. 


SUPPOSE you are Roger Tunstall who comes up 

here hunting every fall. I’ve heard of you from 
father. He is our local newspaper. Of course, you 
must be Susan Tunstall’s brother, or cousin,” she said 
after I let her in, and closed the thick pine door to the 
violence of the storm. 

“Cousin,” I admitted, suddenly conscious of all -the 
things I have told you about’ Lan. “Susan lives at Cul- 
pepper. Our place is at Falmouth.” 

She told me her name, saying, “I went to school with 
Susan at Mary Baldwin.” That constitutes an intro- 
duction between us in Virginia. “And, I'm cold and 
wet, and all done up from groping down the trail afoot. 


Rascal, my horse, couldn’t possibly keep his footing. 


By the way, poor Rascal’s outside tethered to a tree,” 
she looked around my cabin, “I don’t suppose we could 
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possibly invite him in here, could we?” 

“IT wish I had a stable.” 

“Well, he’s pretty rugged. Guess 
he’ll get over the ducking. But, about 
me. A little whiskey might——” 

“I’m sorry,” I interrupted hurrying 
over to the only closet. I drew out a 
bottle of brandy. She took it straight. 

“O-oh!” she exclaimed warmly, 
“that'll help keep a cold away. But these 
old fall storms last and last. Goodness 
gracious! Listen to it,” she shuddered 
slightly at the roar of the rain, thunder, 
and wind, “I believe I’d better not sit 
around in these wringing wet things. 

Have you got anything I could possibly wear until 
my things dry by your fire?” she asked. 

I told her I had nothing more than a dressing robe. 
She inspected it, exclaiming over its texture and pattern. 
It was an imported affair, the only worthwhile thing in 
my camping wardrobe, beyond one travelling suit. 

“Tl go outside. You can call me when you've 
changed,” I said. 

“Are you suggesting that I drive you out of your 
own place? Why, Mr. Tunstall, you’d only have to 
change when you came in. Then, at that rate I’d shave 
to go out, and there’s only one dressing gown,” she 
laughed softly. “No—you must remember you're Susan 
Tunstall’s cousin, and we're still in Virginia. Just you 
go way over yonder in the corner, and sit with your 
back to me. I'll tell you when you may look around.” 

I went to the corner and sat down without a word. 
I appreciated that the thoroughbred girl can often ignore 
the conventionalities, and still maintain whatever bar- 
riers she wishes to. 


HE dancing candle-light silhouetted a lovely, grace- 
ful form against the wall. Considering myself a 
gentleman, I naturally shut my eyes immediately. 

As the moments passed I became deaf to the storm’s 
voice. I heard only the soft mysterious sounds made 
by Lan as she took off her things until she dropped a boot 
against the cabin floor. Startled, I opened my eyes. 

“How do you like me in your things?” she asked. 

I looked around at her question. In my dressing gown 
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she was more graceful 
and beautiful than she had 
seemed in her _ riding 
clothes. Her hair cas- 
caded like a_ blue-black 
mantle over her shoulders. 
She had drawn the silken 
garment in securely at the 
waist, revealing the love- 
liness of her figure. 

“You're beautiful,” I 
said, half-expecting to be 
chided for making the 
reply that was so certain 
to please any woman 
under the circumstances. 

But, she just looked at 
me while her lips quiv- 
ered as if she were about 
to smile wistfully, but 
couldn’t somehow. And, 
that was the first time her 
blue eyes made me con- 
jure a picture of the Blue 
Ridge gazing wistfully 
through the amber mist of 
dusk at the fading sunset 
skies. 

Lan came toward me, 
stately in spite of my heel- 
less moccasins which she 
wore. She paused within 
the glow of the hearth, her 
oval face radiant from the 
leaping flames. Standing 
there she gave a tone to 
my crude cabin. 

“Am I too late for sup- 
per?” she asked slowly as 
if embarrassed over ad- 
mitting hunger. 

“Not if you would care 
for steak and 
French fried potatoes.” 

“Oh! that sounds won- 
derful. Are you—a good 
chef ?”” she smiled. 

I secretly prided myself 
upon my ability te prepare 
steak and French fried 
potatoes. I set about 
cooking them with a new 
kind of zest as Lan 
looked on admiring my 
activities as a woman al- 
ways admires the way a man does things about the 
kitchen. 

Lan began setting the table with my rough china, 
camping knives and forks. As I watched her, a confliction 
of emotions swept over me. The fire on the hearth, 
the aroma of coffee, and the sound of the storm flinging 
itself futilely at my cabin all combined to give me that 
sense of security that comes to humans when they are 
warm and safe under a rain pelted roof. But, the sight 
of Lan encroached upon the sense of security. Somehow 
ne beauty was making me strangely uncertain of my- 
self. 

She presided at our meal with a grace that turned the 
thick dishes into Dresden china, and made gleaming 
silver of my camping implements. I began to watch her 
like a man who looks upon a dream come true before his 
eyes are'reaily ready to comprehend it. Several times 


I rushed like a man gone mad and drove him back to the wall of the cabin. 
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There 
when she caught me staring, she seemed to smile wist- 
fully without actually smiling at all. 

After supper we sat by the fire on some rugs and 
pillows I piled upon the floor. From where she was Lan 
reached up and inspected her clothes. 

“They're plenty dry now,” she admitted but made no 
motion to get up and change back into them. 

A silence settled over us. The rain was still coming 
down hard, nor had the wind abated much. The storm 
was like a thing of violence caged in the Valley. I won- 
dered why she didn’t change back into her own things. 
Finally I asked if she would care to. Her answer started 
my heart pounding like a hammer. 

“No, I like your robe. It’s comfortable and more 
feminine. Somehow, I’d rather be all the girl I can 
around you.” 

Impulsively I reached out and took her hand. She 
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I saw his unguarded chin and I swung for it with every ounce of steam I had. He went down like a log. 


made no effort to draw it away. Her surrender brought 
me momentarily to my senses. 

She was my storm guest. In spite of all that had hap- 
pened I had no privilege to force any physical contact 
upon her. She had reposed confidence in me. 

I started to draw my hands away. But, Lan’s fingers 
suddenly interwined with mine. Their pressure made 
me tingle, I looked into her blue eyes, for explanation. 
They were misty with yearning. 

“Tell me,” she said softly, “what—what has hap- 
pened ?” 

I drew her hands up until they were directly beneath 
my lips, but before I could kiss them Lan thrust her 
face across our locked hands. 

I felt as if rich old wine had unexpectedly gone to my 
head. My arms went around her. 

Sometimes when we kiss a woman we know all there 


is to know about love. I mean we know that we love, 
and that we are loved, which is really all there is to 
know. It was that way the first time I kissed Lan. 

“Lan, I think I know what’s happened to us. We've 
both fallen——” 

The rest of my words were taken out of my mouth 
by a crashing sound at the door which was followed by 
the outcry of a strange voice. Releasing Lan swiftly I 
turned around. 

A tall rangy man in riding clothes stood in the half- 
open door through which rain and wind swirled. Upon 
his tense face there was the ugly look of the man who 
has caught a woman outraging him. It was that look 
which made me aware of his place in Lan’s life. Then 
and there an almost inexplicable reaction commenced 
within me. 

I got to my feet as he strode [Continued on page 133] 
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HY is it that we women suf- 
fer such agonies at the 
thought of growing old and 


looking our age? We take the risk 
of being disfigured for life and of 
losing our health. We spend huge 
sums on any fresh hope of rejuven- 
ation held out to us. We are slaves 
to the clever beauty specialist, the 
efficient masseuse and the surgeon 
who assures us that he can give us 
back to semblance of youth. We sub- 
mit to any treatment, any operation. 
We are always willing to gamble 
against Nature whatever the cost. 

I remember so well the day I faced 
the fact that Nature would make me 
pay for the beauty which had been 
mine. Sylvia and I had been shop- 
ping and were sitting in my boudoir 
having tea. 

“You are dreadfully tired, aren’t 
you dear ?” she asked sympathetically. 

I was not in the least tired, as a 
matter of fact, but Sylvia was by no 
means the only one of my friends 
who had been telling me in this way 
that I looked haggard and worn. 

I looked at Sylvia. She was pink 
and white and fresh as a baby. She 
never has to use rouge though she 
gets no credit for her lovely color 
since all her friends are positive she 
puts hers on by day and takes it off 
at night as they do. Sylvia is only 
three years younger than I am, yet 
no one ever tells her she is looking 
tired! 

“IT am a bit fegged,” I said casual- 
ly, “aren’t you?” 

Then Jack, my husband, came in 
brisk and glowing and I shall never 
know whether [| imagined it or 
whether he looked at me with some- 
thing like pity in his eyes as he asked 
gaily : 

“T say what have you been doing to 
Betty? Getting her all tired out 
dragging her from shop to shop while 
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The Woman Who Took a Desperate 
Chance to Her FHushand’s Love 


you buy the latest woman-tempters!” 
They both laughed and went on chat- 

ting. They are the best of friends 

and have been since Sylvia and. I 

were the beauties of our first season 

in Baltimore twenty-five years ago. 

I love them better than any two peo- 

ple in the world but at that moment 

I almost hated them. They were so 

much younger than their years, 


while I looked mine. 


When Sylvia left and Jack went 
in to the library to read the evening 


papers I dragged 
sadly up to my bed- 
room. 

I threw up the shades 
to let in all the cold grey 
afternoon light and took 
my. hand-mirror from 
the dressing table pre- 
pared to view myself on 
all sides. My hair was 
still a rich brown and so 
wavy naturally that my 
shingle was the envy of 
all my friends. 

My skin was still soft 
and white and my neck 
passably firm but it was 
round the jaw line and 
the mouth that Nature 
had taken her toll. Flab- 
by muscles and the lines 
round my mouth gave 
me the weary look I so 
resented. 

How I longed to 
smash that hand-glass! 
Instead I laid it down 
with trembling hands 
which I then put on the 
sides of my face to 
draw up the flesh. Here 
was a joyous change! 


The jaw line was firm again, the lines round the mouth 
I was Betty of Baltimore once more, 


disappeared. 
young and hopeful. 


Then back came my marred [Continued on page 136] 


“She simply does not 

natural,” I overheard one o 

my friends say. “Do you 

think she had anything done 
to her face?” 
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HE Question Most 
Girls Ask Me Today 
Is the Question That 
Has Puzzled Womankind 
Throughout the Ages— 


Can I Tell 
the Dif ference 


Between 


and 


HAT IS LOVE? 
This question has echoed down the ages. Yet 


has it ever been fully answered? 

Ask the husband and wife who have weathered the 
storms of life together and found safe harbor in their 
serene old age, with their children and grandchildren 
about them. 

“What is love? How does it differ from infatuation ? 
Can love be made to last ?” 

These are questions girls are asking me. That girls 
are thinking along such lines promises well for marriage. 
Knowledge of facts is a far safer 
guide to happy love and successful 
marriage than the sentimental, 
misinformed ignorance of other 
days. 


What is Your Problem? 


Cam pbell 


prudishness, which forbade a girl to receive calls or ac- 
cept invitations from any man save one. 

How easy it was to mistake the thrill of the first kiss, 
the first stir of the pulses, for love. 

The modern girl who is wise, is fairly sure that the 
man who interests her is a suitable and congenial sweet- 
heart and that their affection includes mutual respect and 
companionability. She knows that the love which is a 
safe foundation for marriage, calls for congenial affec- 
tion on spiritual, mental and physical planes. 

Not every one is capable of experiencing the “grand 
passion” of love, for it requires 
deep feeling and sympathy ‘and 
also a heart and disposition big 
enough, sweet and tolerant enough 
to be capable of self-sacrifice. 


“We don’t mean a thing! We’re 
just having a good time!” Betty 
may blithely inform you when you 
infer that she and Bob are en- 
gaged because both occupy the 
same armchair, cheek to cheek. 

This free and easy unconven- 
tionality is cheapening. Yet isn’t 
even promiscuous petting more 
wholesome than_ old-fashioned 


Does the course of true love fail 
to run smoothly? Are you wor- 
ried, perplexed, uncertain? Then 
yon need advice, comfort, encour- 
agement. These you can get from 
Mrs. Martha Madison by writ- 
ing to her in care of Smart Set. 
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Transient whims are the sole 
motive of thousands of marriages. 
The dictionary will assure you 
that infatuation is “feeling so 
ardent that it deprives one of ordi- 
nary judgment.” Of course any 
quality that deprives one of judg- 
ment is blinding and destructive. 

Love on the other hand, is de- 
fined as “a strong, complex emo- 


By MARTHA MCADISON, “cMender of Broken Hearts’ 
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tion, which causes one to appreciate, delight in and crave 
the presence or possession of and to please and promote 
the welfare of the loved one. 

Maritime savages, when they are caught in a storm, 
often throw their wives overboard to insure their own 
safety. This is perfectly compatible with the changeable 
nature of infatuation. But certainly such an action 
would be impossible to love, which “seeketh not its own.” 


| Foe requires thinking and good judgment, for it is 
appreciative and considerate. Love looks ahead, 
dreaming and planning and working for the beloved. 

There's no joy in human life to compare with true love 
between a man and woman, with what a certain great 
writer calls, “companionate love,” and “the triumphal 
processional of mated body and soul.” 

What worlds of misery would be saved if we always 
distinguished between infatuation and love in emotional 
life. 

Anne, for instance is experiencing a case of hopeless 
infatuation, as maddening and baffling as the measles, 
mumps and Spring fever in one. 

“Dear Mrs. Madison,” she writes. “I’m very much in 
love with a young man who doesn’t care at all for me. 

“T’ve tried to forget him, hate him, win 
him. But nothing works! 

“I’m a college girl of eighteen, so you 
see I’m not an infatuated child. He is 
twenty-two. 

“T don’t see him for weeks, then we 
may meet by chance at the home of a 
friend. It’s terrible—I’m utterly miser- 
able! 

“I know he’s lazy and has no ambition 
and is an awful necker—but still I’m 
crazy about him! 

“Is there anything I can do to clear un 
this wretched state of affairs? I'D DO 
ANYTHING! 

Anne.” 

Anne dear, I only wish I could clear up 
the situation for you and all other giris in 
the same dilemma. Of course, you know, 
you don’t love him. You haven’t even 
respect for him. You are just infatuated, 
probably because he is a good- looking 
young sheik and has a manner that ap- 
peals to you. 

You would be utterly wrenshed if you 
married him, so it’s fortunate that the in- 
fatuation is all on your side. 

The only thing for you to do is to pull 
yourself together Anne dear, and laugh 
yourself out of this hopeless infatuation. 
Go out as much as you can with other 
young people—especially men. The 
chances are, another emotional interest 
will soon come along and help you to for- 
get. 

Janet is as miserable over her good 
fortune as is Anne over her unhappy in- 
fatuation : 

“Dear Mrs. Madison,” writes Janet. 
“A very nice young man is deeply in love 
with me. 

“He has a good position and is all kind- 
ness and loving consideration. My only 
objection to him is his goodness. 

“He has lived a sheltered life and has 
had little experience in the world. He has 


never sowed any wild oats. I would pre- How easy it is to mistake the thrill of the ~vlges kiss, the first stir 


fer to marry some one who had “gone the 


pace,” lived a wild life, and finally found in me his ideal. 
Am I wrong in feeling this way? 

“T always feel like telling my fiance to go out and see 
the world, then come back to me. 

Janet.” 

So you would prefer a man, Janet dear, who had lived 
a rotten life instead of a clean one? Any one can yield 
to temptation. The test of strength is to resist, success- 
fully. Don't think for one moment that your friend has 
not had opportunities to be bad. 

Do you want my candid opinion and advice? You are 
living in a sentimental dream, Janet and the sooner you 
wake up the better! 


E GRATEFUL that you are offered the love of a 
man who has ideals and tries to live up to them. 
The worst fate that could befall you Janet would be 
helping a husband harvest his crop of wild oats. 
Comparing life with a game, [Continued on page 139} 


of the pulses, for love 
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ELL, here’s the old spark plug. It sure is hard to get spark- 
ing—to be the life of the party—when you don’t see any party 
around you. 
* * * 


The Charleston never came from Charleston, according to the Rep 
Car. It originated when a college student absent-mindedly stuck a 
lighted pipe in his hip pocket. 
. * * * 

I haven't stopped snickering yet at a joke on you girls 
that came to me via the Navy Log, the paper in which Uncle 
Sam’s sea-pups pull their funny stuff. Let me share it: 

She—‘‘The Lord made us beautiful and dumb.”’ 

It—‘*How’s that?”’ 

She—*‘Beautiful so the men would love us—and dumb 
so that we could love them.”’ 


Excelling the Lip-Stickers 


Here’s a story which proves that what 
Ok Solomon said about vanity applies to girls 
HR of the tropics as well as girls in our (in) 


temperate zone. 

|| An artist visiting the romantic tropical 
{ isle of Papua, meeting an attractive native 

girl, urged her to come at once to his studio 

and pose for him. 

She delayed coming until she had at- 
tended to her toilet and when she did arrive, 
while her costume was just as scant, she had 

| painted one side of her face jet- -black, with 
bans y a border of white spots relieved with 


Who's the World’s Oldest Bachelor 


Maybe it’s Sir Henry Poland, who recently celebrated his 
ninety-seventh birthday. Asked why he hadn’t married, 
this old Bach. said: ‘‘As far as I can see married life is so 
much worry. I am sure if I had married I should have 
been dead long ago. Thank Heaven I am a confirmed 
bachelor.”’ 

a you married people going to let him get away with 
that 


A Whistling Prima Donna 
The Board of Educa- 


tion of California has con- 
ferred on Miss Blanche 
Adelia Hawkins a di- 
ploma in the Art and Pro- 
cess of Whistling, which 
entitles her to use the 
initials “B. A. Wh.” 
Now that we've got things 
started, I nominate Mary 
Pickford for B. 4. Mov., 

and — Talley for 
B. A. Sing. 


Don't Go Back 
on Your Sex, Sam 

Talking about phil- 
andering husbands (see 
Bill article 
in this issue) here’s a 
new way for wives to 
ivok at it: 

“What's the use of a 
woman worrying about 
where hubby is spend- 
ing the evening?” Cyn- 
ical Sam sends in, “she 
would be twice as mis- 
erable if she did know.” 


She fell back into his arms. 
Suddenly she turned and spoke, * 
I have done anything like this.” 


chorus.”’ 


With the College Cut-Ups 


He looked down into her eyes and then their lips met. 
“You know, Jack, that this is the first time that 


“Certainly, Marie, but what an awful lot of experience you must have inherited!” 


A dumb-bell is a person who uses his auto horn for a doorbell!—Goblin. 


“I hear it took the director only half an hour to pick the Follies 


“Oh, yes, he’s quick at figures.’ —Ala. Rammer-Jammer. 
80 


This Month’s Fairy Tale 


Once upon a time there was a small town irl named 
Edyth who entered her picture in a beauty contest and 
won. When the local paper printed Edyth’s photograph, 
all the mothers of all the pretty girls in that town said: 
*“*She’s a dear—a perfect beauty—no wonder my daughter 


lost out!”’ 
= * * 


Why Don’t Men Stop Picking on Women? 


Cal York, studio-gossiping in Photoplay, says that a Hollywood 
beauty has a flapper body and a mid-Victorian soul. 

We've met that type—but she’s not as pathetic as the woman with a 
flapper soul in a mid-Victorian body! 


Win This Prize: How Did 
Hubbie Propose? 


Did you ask your bashful lover if he 
didn’t think the engagement had lasted 
long enough? Did you frighten him into 
proposing by resurrecting an old beau? 
Did he pop the question in a hammock, on 
a hay ride, in his motor car, or were you— 
as the artist has pictured—up a tree? I’m 
tremendously interested in knowing, so I 
make this offer: 

I, Aleck Smart, hereby promise to pay 
#5 to the wife who sends me the best ac- 
count, in one hundred words, of what her 


husband said or did when he proposed. 


A New Limerick Contest. 


Hurrah for Virginia Smith of the Coca Cola Company, Atlanta, Ga. 
Out of hundreds of clever limericks submitted in our October contest 
she wins first prize. Here is the limerick with her last line: 


These questions crop up in Smart SetT— 
Shall I smoke and “Charleston” and pet? 
Now what would you say 
To the girl of today?— 
“Tf you don’t you're the girl men forget!” 


The other prize winners 
were: 2. Mary Spencer, 
Tampa, Fla., 3. Frank 
Kenneth Young, Traverse 
City, Mich., 4. Mrs. C. H. 
Carruthers, Star City, 
Saskatchewan, Canada, ¢. 
Mrs. Viola Hayden, Nor- 
phlet, Arkansas, 6. G. O. 
Smalley, New Brunswick, 
N. J., 7. Kathleen Wind- 
horst, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


New Contest 
Paris says ’tis a crudity 
To let your style border 

on nudity— 

Waist higher, skirt 

lower— 

The mode is: “Don’t 

show her!” 


Copy the limerick, add 
your last line and send 
care of Aleck Smart, 
Smart Set Magazine. 
We'll pay $10 for the 
best last line, $5 for the 
second best, and $1 each 
for the five next best. 
a closes Dec. 10, 
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Youthful 
Beauty 
Instantly 


lies in the youthful shades of 
Pompeian powder and rouge 


By MADAME JEANNETTE de CORDET 


Famous cosmetician, retained by The Pompeian Laboratories 
as a consultant to give authentic advice regarding the care 
of the skin and the proper use of beauty preparations. 


NO more dull-looking complexions! 
I can tell you how to have that 
indescribable charm of fresh young 
girlhood. 


So perfectly do the shades of these twin 
toiletries — Pompeian Beauty Powder 
and Pompeian Bloom—accord with the 
tints and tones of the natural skin, that 
their combined use gives fresh youthful 
beauty — instantly. They add the deft 
touch that reveals the full blown glory 
of your complexion. 


This powder is soft and velvety to the 
touch — delicately perfumed — spreads 
evenly, spreads with an enchanting 
smoothness. 


Pompeian Bloom looks exactly like 
your own coloring. It does not crumble 
ot break, but keeps compact and usable 
—and comes off on the puff easily. 


All shades of Pompeian Beauty Pow- 
der and Bloom for sale at drug and 
toilet counters. Price 60c per box. In 
Canada slightly higher. 


Shade Chart for POMPEIAN BEAUTY 
POWDER and POMPEIAN BLOOM 


POMPEIAN BEAUTY POWDER comes in Flesh—a 
definite pink for fresh, youthful skins; Natu- 
relle—a delicate creamy pink with a rosy sug- 
gestion of youth; Rachel—the warm creamy 
tan for the brunette type; and Whste—the pure 
white used by many women in the evening. 
POMPEIAN BLOOM, a perfect rouge in Med?- 
um—asoftwarm rose that gives natural colorto 
the average woman; Oriental—a more bril- 
liant tone, similar to poppy-red; Orange— 
the new golden-rose for vivid types; Dark--a 
rich, deep damask rose; Light—a delicate 
but decisive pink suitable for very fair women. 


Send for 
this new 1927 
Pompetan Art Panel 


(Oat picture shown here (top part only 
illustrated) represents the lovely new 1927 
Pompeian Art Panel entitled “The Bride,” 
which we offer our friends for only 10c. Painted 
by the famous artist, Rolf Armstrong, and faith- 
fully reproduced in ten color printings. Actual 
size 27 x 7 inches. Its art store value would 


~~ 


easily be 75c. With the Art Panel (and at no 
extra charge) I will send you generous 
samples of Pompeian Beauty Powder and 
Pompeian Bloom (a rouge). Specify on the 
coupon the shades you wish. 

- My booklet of beauty hints and secrets 
will also be sent to you with the — 
and the Art Panel. Clip the coupon, enclose 
a dime and send today 


de 


Specialiste en Beauté 


| rouge wanted ? 


Tear off, Sign and Send 


Modems Jeannette de Cordet 


Pompeian Co., 2200 Payne Av., Cleveland, O. 
I enclose 10c for the 1927 Pompeian Art Panel 


and samples of powder and rouge. 


Name 


Street 
Address 


State 
Shade of 

powder wanted? 
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WE WERE IN THE MIDST | 
OF AN HOUR OF ROMANCE 
(Letters from Lovers: III ) 

q found mysel listening for the silver 
splashing @fountain—the sound 

of a far faine¥oice from a minaret. | 
found myself looking for a lattice, pat- | | 
terned in thepurple of the night—for a | | 
swaying lamp @rought in arabesques | 
of orange—for we were in the midst of 


an hour out of romance—with you at 
the heart of its beauty.” 


IN HER DIARY 


“His mood was dreamy and tender. He_ | 
had never been likethat before. Andyet-— | 
could it have been—the temple incense?” | 


gain a richet loveliness from the very | 
air about them, the exquisite women 
of other centuries used the mysterious spell | 
of temple incense. That $pell still exists, to 
exert its subtle power.for women of today, | 
in Vantine’s Temple Incense. Exquisite 
odors, six of them, await you at all drug 
and department stores. 


Learn the subtle power of incense. Send 
ten cents for six sample fragrances. 


A. A. VANTINE & CO., INC. 
71 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 


He Won the Right to Win Me 


[Continued from page 41] 


| and shouting after us—in a most abusive 


I was half disgusted, but Leroy just 
didn’t take it seriously, and said that he 
couldn’t see anything to fight about. He 
added that he was a man of peace, on 
general principles. “Too proud to fight,” 
I said to myself. Of course, I approved 
of that. I didn’t want him to fight, and 
yet I wondered. 

ts ou weren't afraid of him?” I asked, 
lat 


way. 


“Why should I be?” was all he said. 

One Sunday afternoon I told Leroy that 
the whole family was going to a movie on 
Thursday night, and wouldn’t he like to 
go along? He was sorry he could not. 

“Some other girl for that night?” I 
asked, teasing. 

“May,” he said, “there is no other girl 
in the world. I work Thursday night.” 

“Oh, do you ever work?” I said, think- 
ing of the mystery. 

“I'll tell the world. The hardest kind 
of work.” 

“Do you really sell cars?” 


E LAUGHED. “Your allegator, dear 

lady, I will attempt to nyether palli- 
ate nor deny. I would not even do so, if 
I knew what palliate meant.” 

“How clever,” I said, with good natured 
sarcasm. 

“Not at all, I heard that in vaudeville,” 
he said, “but I'll come Friday night.” 

True enough, he was on hand early Fri- 
day evening and took me to a musical 
comedy. He said he liked the comedians, 
and the music. 

“And the girls?” I asked. 

“Not since I met you. I don’t see them.” 

“You faker,” I said. 

In the lobby of the theater some one 
called out, “Hello, there,’ and Leroy 
answered, “Oh, hello.” I turned and saw 
a fellow with a funny ear, like Jerry’s, 
evidently a boxer. Apparently Leroy knew 
all kinds of people, but I tugged at his 
arm, to hurry him along. 

“Come on,” I said. “I wouldn't want 
to be seen with a prize-fighter.” 

“So, you don’t think much of fighters?” 


Leroy said, after we got to our seats. “Of 
course, there are all kinds of fighters. 
Some fine fellows x4 


“Oh, perfectly terrible people.” 

“The cleanest people in the world, some 
of them.” 

“But such a business.” 

“They earn big money.” 

“I'd rather be poor but honest.” 

“What's being honest got to do with it?” 

“Well, any way, I'd rather be poor.” 
And that ended that. I thought it was 
funny that while he didn’t like fighting, he 
defended fighters. 

One day in the house I showed him Jim- 
mie’s room, and he stopped when he saw 
the boxing gloves on the wall. “Is the kid 
interested in that?” 

“Oh, he thinks he is. 
teach him.” 

“Jerry?” 

“The ice man, but mother objected.” 

“It’s good exercise, but tell him to stay 
out of it as a business. It’s a tough game. 
One in thousands gets to be a top notcher ; 
the others get battered up, and get nothing 
out of it.” 

“I thought you spoke well of fighters.” 

He smiled into my eyes. “There are 
some good fellows.” 

“Not for me,” I said. 

Out driving on a country road one day, 
just the two of us, Leroy stopped the car 
on a hill top where we had a wonderful 
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Jerry started to 


view of the valley. It was glorious. | 
said it was inspiring, and made one want 
to be something fine and big and good. 

“Yes,” said Leroy, placing his hand on 
mine, “it makes me think of my own big 
ambition.” 

“What’s that?” I said, eagerly, 
of the mystery—his work. 

“My dearest ambition, Girlie,” he said, 
“is to have you take my name.” Bu [ 
looked away. He went on, “Please don't 
say no. I couldn't take no from you.” 

“But I don’t know anything about you,” 
I said. 

“Yes, you do. 
don’t you?” 


thinking 


You know that I’m on the 


“And, you know that I love you.” 


“And you love me.’ 


But I turned my head away, again. “You 
didn’t say no,” he added. 
There was no use denying it. “Yes,” | 


said, “but I don’t even know your occupa- 
tion.” 

He looked out over the broad valley, 
thoughtfully. “To tell the truth, I'm going 
into another line of business, after the 
next—aiter next month.” 

“Why the secrecy : 

He laughed. “You've got some preju- 
dices, May. I'm changing my job.  ['ll 
promise to tell you all about it, after the 
first of June, if you'll promise to marry 
me.” 

Of course I trusted him. He was so fine 
and strong—my ideal, my hero. Even 
though he was a man of peace, he was 
my hero. I promised. And there, with 
that glorious, inspiring scenery spreading 
before us, and the fragrance of clover 
biossoms around us, he took me in his 
arms. And right there as be kissed me, | 
would have died for him. Of course he 
had kissed me before, but this time it was 


different. Now I belonged to him. 
This was early in May. On the way 
home Leroy told me that he would be 


pretty well tied up for another three or 
four weeks, and could not see much of me, 
except Sunday, but he would telephone 
every day. And then he would take a 
vacation and make up for his absence. It 
was now nearly a year since we had met. 
My vacation time would soon be at hand, 
and he suggested that we could spend it to- 
gether again, but this time we might 
honeymoon it. 


OU'RE going to spend a few weeks 
with your other wife?” I asked. 


“No, a much sterner mistress than that 
even, my work.” 
A few days later Jimmie made some 


crack about my friend at the table. Father 
said, “I hope you're not thinking of mar- 
rying this ——— Mr. Dodge, May.” 

“Why yes, Dad, I am.’ 

Mother was not “She'll go 
a long ways and not do as well, I’m think- 
ing,” she said. 

“But my God,” cried Jimmie, 
to run my business and everybody's, 
don’t even know what he does.” 


wanting 
“you 


“It’s nothing dishonorable,” I retorted. 
“How do you know?” asked Dad. And 
so it went. However, if my family ob- 


jected, I was more determined than ever. 
So long as he was not a gambler, or a 
bootlegger or a prize-fighter, I said to my- 
self, it was all right. He was kind, a man 
of peace. And finally, to quiet the family, 
1 told them that he was, of course, an auto- 
mobile salesman, and he sold the kind of a 
[Turn to page 84] 
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RO UGE SHADE: S 
b 
y the creators 
cr Pri Pat English T; 
“de rincess Fat ng 1S int 
the 
vt How you will love these new 
the Shades! What new opportun- 
rry 
ities for beauty they afford! 
ne 
Each shade an original —a 
Vas 
Se. 
‘th surprise 
ing 
ver 
his OR instance, there is Squaw. The very sound of the name 
. a makes you want to go right to the beauty counter to see 
he “what in the world ‘Squaw’ can be.”’ 
~— Squaw is that most glorious of all complexion tints—the glow 
" of radiant, vibrant health. Squaw symbolizes the out o° doors No. 18 THEATRE, the Third New Shade 
. girl. It is a spirited color. It suggests youthful vigor and eager, : cdi 
be racing blood. It is a joyous color. Nature bestows it upon a Here is perhaps the daéntiest of all rouge shades. For the elaborate 
— favored few. It is such color as comes fleetingly after a brisk afternoon function, with your gowns of soft pastel and shimmer- 
ne walk in chill weather. ing silks, for the times you crave artistic harmony, No. 18 
Squaw does for everyone what Nature does for the few. A deft Tumatas weil chasm Beyond 
It application gives to your cheeks instantly the beautiful, zestful This shade appeals especially to the woman who is subtle, who 
tints of perfect health. You'll love it. loves Worth frocks, who is sought by men of affairs, and is al- 
-y ‘ together lovely and sophisticated in her realm of culture and 
id And Nite—An Entirely New Rouge fashion. 
“a Expressly for Evening You Really Need All These Shades 
| The most beautiful rouges by day have always been a compromise | Nowadays one rouge can no more mect fashion’s requirements, 
utiful rouges Dy day a compr : q 
by night. Artificial lighting changed them, stole their brilliance, and the exactions of one’s own moods, than a single frock. The 
lian made them harsh. Even the degree of light was a trial. The effect. smart woman of today realizes this new vogue and varies her 
you achieved before a softly lighted mirror dulled, or paled, or _ rouge to suit the occasion and express her personality. And why 
- changed in the glare of brilliant electric rays. not? "Tis luxury without additional expense. For of course cach 
But now! Princess Pat Nrre gives just the softest, most natural *OUS® shade lasts its accustomed time. You merely have them all 
ne colors of the rose under any kind of artificial light. You may achieve oe : , 
er the most delicate pink, the deep richness of true rose red, or Follow the fashion. Secure the three new Princess Pat shades— 
r- any shade in between. and complete your happiness by possessing Princess Pat's already 
A most fascinating feature of Nite is its curious violet tinge by 
day—in the box. Then watch it as dusk falls and the lights go So that you may know for yourself the Superiority of Princess Pat Rouge 
on. Gane the viskes give wey ena Shades, we will take pleasure in sending you one sample FREE. 
: semblance of beautiful flesh tones hitherto inimitable. Nite will 
unquestionably be the rouge sensation of the year. And as it re- PRINCESS PAT, LTD., Dept. 130C 
1B quired two years to perfect Nite, the inevitable imitations will ve 2709 South Wells Street, Chicago. 
yu be long postponed. Check the shade of which you want FREE sample. 
7 OSeuaw ONire OONo. 18 Tueatre 
Tint OVivip OONew Mepium 
id - IMPORTANT: Additional samples 10c each. OR THINK— 
)- RINC EF S S AT for this coupon and 25c a beautiful Week End Set, full size, will 
r. be sent you. Set contains the three new rouge shades and six (6) 
a other Princess Pat Preparations. 
vi PRINCESS PAT, LTD., CHICAGO, ILL. 
Your name (print) 
- Only if lipstick be used, is the utmost in beauty realized. Powder velvets the skin, rouge : 
* tints the cheeks adorably. But lips, pale by contrast, spoil the whole effect. Color them : . ‘ 
a naturally, gloriously, saucily with Princess Pat Lip Stick. Keeps the lips soft, too. — — : ese ah, 
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“Prettier Lips 


at the Game 
“Dear 


“All the world should go to one 
of these fascinating —_— Oh, la 
/a—it is so inspiring... Blue and 
crimson everywhere. 

Most especially you will see how 
lovely are the lips that cry “another 
goal—wonderful!” For these lips 


are made young and smooth and 
enchantingly natural in coloring— 
with Pompeian Lip Stick 
Nature’s own tint!” 


le 


Specialist en Beaute 


it has 


Pompeian Lip 
Stick gives nat- 
ural, rosy tint— 
protects lips— 
pure and harm- 
‘tess—has de- 
sired chisel point 
for easy apply 


cation 


car he drove, the Supermotive Eight. But 
he had a different job and a better one 
after the first of June, and on his new 
job we could afford to get married and 
have a nice home and everything. Just 
watch his smoke. 

But of course that awfully bright brother 
Jimmie of mine, like the amateur Sherlock 
Holmes that he thought he was, butted in- 
to the game like a fool and went down to 
the offices of the Supermotive Eight asking 
for Leroy Dodge. Of course they told him 
that some one had been kidding him. Why 
not try the Dodge Brothers agency? And 
so Jimmie came home in high indignation. 
Make a fool of him, huh? Dodge was a 
dirty liar. He was putting something over 
on us, but no one could do it to a sister of 
his, even if she was fool enough. And he 
would tell him so to his face. I pretended 
to laugh, and told him to calm himself, and 
that Leroy was a he-man and would prob- 
ably wring his little neck for him if he 
ever opened his face. Just the same I was 
afraid of trouble. Jimmie was just that 
kind of a dumb-bell. However, Leroy was 
a man of peace, thank Heaven! 

The following Sunday, just past the 
middle of May, Jimmie was over in Char- 
ley Prout’s room when Leroy’s car quietly 
eased up to the curb. I was all dressed 
and ready for him, so we didn’t lose a 
minute in starting. That way, trouble was 
avoided, and I hoped that by another week 
Jimmie would cool off and forget it. But 
the following Sunday they met. 

I was upstairs in my room dressing, and 
I saw everything through the open win- 
dow. Mother had called Leroy out into 
the back yard to show him her flowers, 
especially some daffodils, and Leroy called 
them: “Daffydolillies.” And then I noticed 
that Jimmie and Charley Prout were in 
the open door of the garage, patching up 
some new blowout in one of Charley’s 
worn out old tires. Of course, for another 


| thing, little Mr. Prout was furiously jeal- 


ous of Leroy’s roadster. However, Leroy 
called out a friendly greeting, and later, 
when Mother came into the house, he 
strolled over to them. Jimmie got nasty. 

“Say, you big fake, I’ve been looking 
you up and we're about through with you, 
you big bum.” 

Leroy never changed his 
smile. “Where do you get 
Jimmie?” 

“Yes, I mean you, you bootlegger.” 

“Say, Jimmie, who’s been filling you full 
of hop?” asked Leroy. 

“IT went down to the Supermotive Eight 
Company, where you said you worked and 
they 


tone or his 
that stuff, 


T THAT Leroy burst out laughing, 

and how he laughed! 

“Yah, funny, isn’t it?” sneered Jimmie, 
and I was ashamed of niy brother. “But 
I found you out, you dasnned liar.” 

“Easy, Jimmie, easy. No one can talk 
like that to me.” 

“Well, I'm talking like that to you. And 
from now on you keep away from my 
sister.” 

“You'll have to take back what you said, 
Jimmie.” 

“Say,” yelled my brother, nastier than 
ever, “if any one called me a liar I'd 
knock his block off. You won't even fight.” 

“You happen to be May’s brother.” 

“Yah, you’re a coward, a liar and a 
coward.” 

Leroy said quietly, 
week, because you're her 


apologize.” 
Charley 


“T'll give you one 
brother, to 


And_ then Prout stepped for- 
ward, with a swagger and a kind of a 
snarl on his face. I suppose it seemed 
safe enough, now. And perhaps they 
thought that between them they could whip 
Leroy. “Well, how about me? I’m not 


3 


her brother. Liar! Now go on, lick me!” 

Leroy laughed outright at his manner. 
“You're entirely out of this, Buddy.” 

And then I wondered at it myself. Was 
he really a coward? This peace talk— 
was it a pose, to cover up something? All 
in an instant I hated him. My ideal had 
fallen; the id -1 was broken. 

“I stand by my friend,” said Charley, 
very sullen. 

“All right, go and stand by him, then. 
Don’t bother me.” But. with that Leroy 
took a step forward and raised his hand 
quickly, and then just wiped his forehead. 
But Charley stepped back in a hurry, like 
a cat when some one-says, “Scat !”—and 
trampled on three or four of Mother's 
daffodils. 

“Now look what you’ve done, you poor 
fish,” exclaimed Leroy, as if Charley had 
killed a child or something. And then he 
got down on his knees, in his good clothes 
and all, to brace up the broken plants, and 
prop them up tenderly with the dirt. 

Charley and Jimmie went back to the 
garage, but Jimmie said something to 
Charley and they both looked over toward 
the house next door, where Charley lived. 
Then Jimmie called out, “Oh, Jerry.” 
Jerry had long since quit his job on the 
ice wagon but he was still friendly with 
Charley. 


| i’ A moment I saw the big hulk of our 
former ice man stalking down our 
drive, to the garage. Leroy, still busy 
with the plants, only glanced at him. 
Charley and Jimmie were talking to Jerry. 

“Leroy,” I called, “Come in. I’m ready.” 

But Leroy only waved at me, and con- 
tinued with the plants. Perhaps he did 
not understand that he was in danger. I 
called again, but he wouldn’t hear. Then 
Jerry, looking ugly enough to kill, stepped 
over to him. My heart was in my throat. 

“Say, youse,” he said, and poked Leroy’s 
shoulder with his big heavy finger. Poor 
Leroy, I thought. 

“What's the idea?” said Leroy, getting 
to his feet at once. “Oh—it’s Muggs 
Duffey! Well, Muggs, when did you get 
out of jail?” 

“I wasn’t in jail,” he growled. 

“That's right. It was a lunatic asylum.” 

“Wait a minute, Bo,” said Jerry, “T don't 
take no such talk. And youse beat it— 
see!” 

My heart was pounding like a hammer 
Even if he wanted to fight, Leroy wouldn't 
have a chance with this bull, but he didn’t 
move. 

“Who do you think you're talking to?” 
he demanded. 


“Youse. Beat it, now, before I t’row 
you out.” 
“You mind your business, Muggs, or 


you'll go back to the bughouse.” 

“Go on, now, beat it,” said Jerry, and he 
put out his hand to push Leroy. And, 
upon my soul, Leroy rapped Jerry across 
the back of his hand with his knuckles, 
actually knocked his big hand away. It 
must have stung. The nerve of it! But 
he wouldn't touch Jimmie or Charley. 
Jerry looked at his hand, in surprise, and 
then shook it—to shake the pain out of it. 
And then with a curse he swung his mighty 
fist and struck at Leroy with all his might. 
3ut Leroy just ducked gracefully and it 
never touched him, and Jerry almost swung 
ail the way around from the force of it. 
Jerry struck again. This time Leroy 
stepped nimbly back so the blow missed 
him by an inch or so, and then he seemed 
to go forward again as if he were pulled 
by rubber bands, and both his fists landed 
on Jerry’s face, one after the other—bing, 
bing! Jerry stopped, and he seemed 
puzzled. He put his hand on his mouth, 
where he had been hit, and seemed to be 

[Turn to page 86] 
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Miss And "s 

When I arrived at the Kaufmann & wuhee 
Studio my hair was straight, as you may 
in the picture at the left. I had very little 
faith in any of the so-called hair-wavers and 
expected 1 would have to visit my hair- 
dresver before keeping my other posing ap- 
p intments in the afternoon. To my delight, 
.s you will see from the 
it = not necessary. My hair was perfec 

I proved that Maison Fie 

will save time and money. 
(Signed) Evelyn Anderson. 


KAUFMANN & FABRY CO. 
Commercial Photographers 
CHICAGO 


Maison de Beaute, Chicago, Illinois. 


I, Edward J. Cook, hereby certify that these are actual photo- 
graphs taken by me while Miss Evelyn Anderson's hair was mar- 
celled with Maison Marcellers. 
Anderson's hair as she entered my studio. That at the right shows 
the Maison Marcellers in place. The center photograph shows 
Miss Anderson's hair as it appeared 30 minutes later. 


The one at the left shows Miss 


(Signed) Edward J. Cook 


Subscribed and sworn to before me 
this 24th day of March, 1926. 
Emma W. Stolzenbach. 
Notary Public. 


NOTICE TO 
READERS 


A Chicago repre- 
sentative of this 
magazine and rep- 
resentatives of 
over 100 other 
publications wit- 
nessed a successful 
and satisfactory 
demonstration of 
these wavers. 


No more “wave” expense... No more tiresome treatments... 
No more “appointments”... No hot trons to dry out your hair 


Now you may have as lovely a marcel as the finest beauty 
parlor possibly can give—in your own home—when you want 


it, and at a trifling cost. 


HERE is the 


woman, in this 


A Clever Christmas Idea 


introduced into modern hair 
culture. 


busy day, who can 
afford from her little lei- 
sure all the time it takes 
to make appointments, 
arrange her convenience 
to suit someone else’s 
schedule, go through the 
usual experience of wait- 
ing many minutes, and 
then submit to a _ long 
drawn-out process? 

Women will do that, to 
have their hair marcelled, 
so insistent is the real need 
for loveliness. 

But that exasperating 
method is no longer neces- 
sary. It is rapidly becom- 
ing obsolete — wherever 
this amazing new inven- 
tion called the Maison 
Marcellers makes its way. 
Just 30 minutes with the 


Give Maison Marceliers! 


If you want to gain the reputa- 
tion of giving highly original 
gifts, if you want your friends to 
credit you with unusual ingen- 
uity in discovering a vital new 
aid to beauty, if you want to give 
a gift that will prove wonderfully 
useful and that will at the same 
time make your Christmas 
money go a long way—choose 
Maison Marcellers. 


There is no uncertainty about 
their value. ey cannot fail 
to be a vital accessory for every 
one of your feminine friends 
who wears her hair in any kind 
of a wave, or for those others who 
through discouragement over 
waving difficulties have aban- 
doned all idea of waved hair. 


Every one of these friends will 
be grateful to you for disclosing 
to them such a remarkable wav- 
ing method, for enabling them 
to have the loveliest wave im- 
aginable, a marcel that the most 
skilled envy, 
and that without least 
harm to the hair. 

If you want us to send the Mai- 
son Marcellers to you already 
packed in a charming gift box, 
specify so in the coupon below. 
Then the Marcellers will come to 


It does away with the 
old-fashioned curlers and 
so-called “wavers” — with 
dangerous curling irons that 
sear the hair and dry the 
scalp — with all the muss 
and fuss of the old-fashioned 
water-waving combs. 

In eliminating the hot 
iron peril alone, the Maison 
Marcellers are worth their 
weight in gold to any 
woman who prizes the 
natural health and beauty 
of her hair. 


Your n:irror will tell 
you this is true 


Nothing that we could say 
about the results which 
thousands of women today 
are obtaining with the 


Maison Marcellers, once a 
week—in your own home— 
and your hair is always at 


for giving. 


you in a beautiful and highly 
decorative gift package, ready 


Maison Marcellers would 
tell so complete a story of 
their value as the photo- 


its wavy loveliest and best. 


A $1.50 marcel any time 
for a few cents 


Moreover, how many women really can spare 
the money, $1.00, $1.50 or more, for waving 
done the ordinary way? Isn’t it a fact that 
even on a liberal allowance, these inroads are 
too heavy, with the usual result that you forego 
many a ‘marcel that you know you ought to 
have? 

Here again, the Maison Marcellers are 
literally one of the greatest boons ever con- 
ferred on womankind. 

The woman who owns a set of Maison 
Marcellers may keep her hair at all times in 
the full glory of its beauty, at a cost of a few 
cents for each complete marcel. 


And the menace of hot irons 
eliminated forever 


Finally, this invention is the most protec- 
tive of hair quality, texture and lustre ever 


graphs above. Note them 
well. Then read carefully the sworn affidavit 
of one of Chicago’s most reputable photo- 
graphers, as to the circumstances under which 
those photographs were taken. They could be 
duplicated anywhere—and are being duplicated 
everywhere the Maison Marcellers are in use. 


Maison Marcellers will give you any kind 
of marcel you want—shingle bob, Ina Claire, 
horseshoe wave or pompadour, center or 
side part. They will do this whether your 
hair is soft and fluffy, coarse and straight, 
long or short. Regardless of the kind of hair 
you have, they will give you the most beau- 
tiful marcel imaginable. .We guarantee this 
absolutely, and you are the sole judge of your 
own satisfaction with them. 


Our most liberal, limited-time 
offer to you 
In order to establish this revolutionary in- 


vention in, the favor of women all over 
America, we offer the first 10,000 sets of 


Maison Marcellers at a price which hardly 
covers the cost of making, packing and 
advertising—only $2.98 plus a few cents’ 
postage! 

This includes a new and authentic marcel 
fashion chart, and a complete set of Maison 
Marcellers. Nothing more to buy. Just 
dampen the hair with water and place the 
Marcellers in your hair according to directions. 

Take advantage of this special offer right 
away, because it may be withdrawn at any 
time. 


Send no money— 
just mail the coupon 


Even at this special price you need not risk 
a penny. Just sign and mail the coupon. In 
a few days, when the postman brings your 
outfit, just deposit $2.98 with him (plus a few 
cents’ postage). And when you put in your 
first marcel, you'll say it was the best purchase 
you ever made in your life, for your hair wav- 
ing troubles are ended. Every time you use 
this outfit, you’ll get better and better results 
and you’ll never have to spend your good time 
and money for marcels again. 

After you have tried this marvelous new 
marcelling outfit for 5 days, if you are not 
delighted with results—if it doesn’t give you 
the most beautiful marcel you ever had and 
improve your hair in every way—simply re- 
turn the outfit to us and your money will be 
refunded. But don’t put it off. Be among the 
first to take advantage of this special intro- 
ductory offer. Fill in and mail the coupon 
today! 


Maison de Beaute 
711 Quincy Street, Chicago, III. 


Maison de Beau 


711 Quincy Ste “Dept. 64, Chicago, Ill. 

Geutlemen: Please send me your newly invented marcelling 
vutfit, including Maison Marcellers, Marcel Style Chart, and 
complete directions, which I agree to follow. I agree to de- 
posit $2.98 (plus postage) with the postman when he makes 
delivery. If the Marcellers do not put a perfectly defined 
wave in my hair I will return the outfit within 5 days and you 
are to refund the purchase price without argument or delay. 


Name 

Address 

City 
Please pack Marcellers in gift box ( ) 

NOTE: If you expect to be out when the postman comes, 


enclose $3.10 with your order and the Marcelling Ougfit will 
be sent postpaid. 
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There is nothing more pom | fascina- 
ting, betwichin 


than full curved 
soft, luscious, delicately colored r0 f 
Kis Lipstick 


Will make your lips more hauntingly beautiful than they 
OOF is WATER- 


have ever been before and KISSP 
PROOF. One application lasts for hours, no need for 
constant touching up. The color is an artist's blend—not 
red—not orange, but a shade so utterly nat- 
ural it flatters every complexion ret 
KISSPROOF ay. Accept no substi- 


tute. Be sure the case is stam 
“Kissproof."" At all dealers 50c. 


New Kissproof 


If your dealer 
cannot supply 
you send direct 

or use coupon for 
free samples. 


Given 


DELICA LABORATORIES, Inc., Dept. 1329 

3012 Clybourn Ave., Chicago, Ill. 
Gentlemen: Please send free samples (enough for one 
week) of Kissproof Lipstick and Kissproof Compact 
Rouge. I enclose 10c for packing and mailing. 


Name 


Write for free trial set—enough 
for 6 manicures—of Marrow’s 
liquid nail polish and Trimoyl 
cuticle remover. Cutting cuticle 
no longer necessary. rimoyl 
rids it of hard dry edges, of 
dead skin. Prevents ~ nails 
and keeps skin at base nails 

smooth, even, soft and healthy. 
Marrows’ liquid nail polish 
quickly gives your nails a bril- 
liant lasting pink tint- ~ Put on with a Buffer—not an 
enamel. It’s waterp . Its oil base removes corrugation 

and corrects brittle oails, 


sold where, e 

sample set o arrow’s 

est Write Now 
prepaid. Send now and 

see how easily and quic —~- you can have beautiful lovely 


nails and make your ds more attractive than ever. 
MARROW’S Dept. 1919, 3037 N. Clark, Chicago 


Smprovemems 
‘that Mean 
Easier Playing 


Conn saxophones and all Conn 
instruments for band and orchestra em: 

body improvements and EXC LUSIVE 
FEATURES that make them the easiest 
of all to play. You learn quietly witha 
Conn -- win pleasure and profit. 

Free Trial; Easy Payments. Send 
for free book and details ; mention in- 
strument. With all their exclusive fea- 
tures — cost no more! 

CONN, Ltd. 
1283 eo Bidg., Elkhart, Ind. 


BAND 
INSTRUMENTS 


trying to figure out what had happened. 

“Hah, now I know youse,” said Jerry, 
pointing his finger at Leroy. “I seen you 
do that before. You're a fighter. You're 
Battling Bingham.” 

Leroy tried to cut him short with a 
blow, but he didn’t quite reach. Jerry 
was so big. But in another moment Le- 
roy walloped him on both sides of the 
head, that is, with each hand, so that his 
head rocked from side to side with the 
blows. Jerry charged like a big bull. 
Leroy didn’t back up, but stepped to one 
side a little and punched Jerry on the nose. 
It didn’t seem possible that he had any 
chance against this huge man, but Leroy 
was like a cat, a tiger-cat, lithe and smooth 
and quick in his movements. 


Byrne rushed again and Leroy stepped 
forward, with a twist of his body, and 
drove his right fist up into the big fellow’s 
stomach. It was just a little short blow, 
but snappy, and Jerry dropped to. the 
ground as if some one had jerked his legs 
from under him. There he was, sitting 
down, with his mouth open, and a stupid, 
agonized expression on his face and with 
his hand on his heart. He looked like he 
couldn't breathe. 

“What’s the matter, Jerry?” asked Jim- 
mie. 

“He'll be all right in a minute,” said 
Leroy. “He’s not hurt. I just caught his 
solar plexus.” In a few seconds more 
Jerry got his breath, then reached for his 
hat, and finally got on his feet. 

“Now listen, Muggs, you're the guy 
that’s going to beat it,” said Leroy. 

“Oh, that’s all right, Battler, I didn’t 
mean anything. I’m ott of training.” 
And Jerry grinned. 

“Just the same, beat it.” 

“You sure caught me just right,” Jerry 
continued in the same apologetic tone, 
“but why not be friends?” He stuck out 
his hand, but Leroy turned his back, as if 
he didn’t see it, and came into the house. 

Up in my own room, I didn’t know what 
to think. It was all so surprising. I was 
astonished at Leroy standing to fight that 
huge ex-pugilist. And then even more 
astounded to find that he himself was a 
prize-fighter. Of all things. Of course 
there was no doubt about it. I could be- 
lieve it from his manner and the way he 
whipped that big man. It was this that I 
could not get over—his being a fighter. 

There is nothing like the misery of being 
disappointed in a human being, especially 
the man you love. Now, completely, the 
idol had fallen and broken. Everything 
was changed. The ground had _ been 
pulled out from under me, leaving me 
nothing to stand on. The sun had gone 
down for the last time. Everything was 
dark and desperate and desolate. Finally 
I went down stairs, but I didn’t know 
what to say. Leroy spoke first. 

“I’m sorry that happened,” he said. “It 
isn’t my way of doing. Usually, I’m a 
man of peace.” 

That—from him, now! “You—” I said, 
sarcastically. “I am surprised. A man 
of peace, a prize-fighter !” 

He shrugged his shoulders. “I’m sorry,” 
he said, “but [ was going to tell you next 
week, any way. I want to win the cham- 
pionship, in this next fight—my last fight, 
on your account. Then I’m going to get 
into another line of work.” 

“Well, you don’t need to, now, on my 
account,” I said, coldly. 

“Don’t say that, May,” he _ pleaded. 
“This means everything to me.” 

“A prize-fighter!” I repeated. 

“It’s honest,” he said. “Nothing to be 
ashamed of.” 

“Brutal, brutal, brutal!” _ 

“Oh, you don’t understand; 
Boxers are trained, hardened. 
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you can’t. 
Nothing 


brutal, so long as the other fellow has 


strength, and can fight back. If the other 
man was weak, not able to fight back, that 
would be different.” 

“Oh, it’s always vicious.” 

“Listen,” he said, “it would stop crime. 
When I’m champion I'd like to start box- 
ing clubs everywhere for these young 
fellows that go around with guns—these 
gangsters. Teach them to use their fists— 
the manly art—make men of them. There'd 
be no more gunmen.” 

Inwardly I thought of Jimmie. He 
would not strike Jimmie. In spite of my- 
self I seemed to feel that he was right, 
at least on that one point. But yet, such 
an occupation! All my instincts, all my 
thinking, all my education, made it re- 
pugnant. I shook my head. “Nonsense,” 
I said. 

“Where’s your hat?” he asked. 

“I’m afraid I’m not going. You tricked 
me, you fooled me. We're through.” 

“No.” 

“Yes, it’s all over.” 

“You can’t give me the gate like this. 
I just want this last fight. If I win the 
championship I'll win a hundred thousand 
dollars—in an hour.” 

“A hundred thousand dollars!” I gasped. 

a want to give it to you.” 

“T don’t want it.” 

“That would buy ten houses like this 
one 

“Good Lord,” I said, “and Father still 
has two mortgages on this place.” 

“T'll pay them off,” he said. 

“No. At least you can’t say that I 
would marry you for your money. It’s 
just that I can’t marry a pugilist.” 

“May, you’re crazy. After next week I 
won't be.” 

“No, nothing can change what you are.” 

“God help me,” he sort of moaned. 
“Now I don’t care whether I win the cham- 
pionship. It won’t mean anything to me 


I had a stab of sympathy for him, at 
that. The sun had gone down for him, 
too, but I must not give in, I thought. 
The whole thing was so surprising, star- 
tling. The bitter truth completely upset 
me. I steeled myself. 

“Good-bye,” I said. 
more. 

And then all of a sudden he grabbed his 
hat and stamped out of the house. 


I was afraid to say 


I WENT upstairs and threw myself on 
my bed, and cried. 

I told the folks that I was through with 
him. And so on Tuesday evening when 
Charley Prout asked me to go riding, I 
went, but all the time I was thinking of 
some one else. At the office, during the 
week, I heard the men talking about the 
big fight that was coming off on Satur- 
day. That was my birthday but I de- 
cided not to have any birthday party; I 
had not the heart for it. It did not occur 
to me that Leroy felt much as I did, o 
that he only went through his training as 
a dreary duty, with his manager and spar- 
ring partners worrying about him. I never 
dreamed of that. 

At the office on Wednesday a Mr. Harry 
Watts, a printing and stationery salesman 
who did business with us, asked me if he 
had not seen me out on the road with 
Battling Bingham? And he remarked that 
he was a great boxer, praised him highly, 
and was sure he would win. 

“IT saw him knock a man out once,” I 
said, “with a poke in the stomach, knocked 
the wind out of him.” 

“No, it wasn’t his wind,” explained Mr. 
Watts, “it was worse than that. It was 
the solar plexus.” 

“Solar plexus—that’s what he called it.” 

“That’s a nerve center, here, just above 
the stomach,” he went on. “It controls 
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the heart and the lungs. Don’t I know? 
Oh, mama! I once got a bump there, and 
I couldn’t breathe. 
the Battler catches Pat Flynn on the solar 


plexus, it’s good night, champion, Are 
you going to see the fight?” 
“Of course not. Women don’t go.” 
“Oh, yes they do, now. My sister's 


crazy to have me take her to this fight. 
We'd be glad to have you go with us.” 

[ don’t know what possessed me, but on 
the moment I asked, “How much are the 
tickets ? - Only on condition that I pay my 
way 

“Oh, you needn’t do that. But we are 
planning on the eleven dollar seats. I'm 
going to get tickets this noon.’ 


I REACHED for my bag, pulled out a 
couple of fives and a one, and handed 
them to him. “Please,” I said. 

“Well, Lucile will be delighted to have 
company,” he said. I told him my address. 
It seems that he lived out that way and 
he said they would call fur me. 

After he had gone I told myself that 
I was crazy. Why should | do such a 
thing? I was through with Leroy—I 
wanted to forget him. And the last thing 
in the world I wanted to see was a brutal 
prize-fight. However, I didn’t need to go. 
| didn’t care about the eleven dollars. I 
didn’t care about anything. If only he 
hadn’t been a boxer—Leroy. But I must 
try to forget that name. He was Battling 
Bingham ! 

Later I wrote a letter to Mr. Watts, 
care of his company, to tell him I was 
not going, and to give the ticket to some 
one that wanted to go. I said 1 didn’t 
feel well, and that was the truth. 

Saturday evening, at the table, the family 
talked about the fight. Father and Jimmie 
had it all figured out how the champion 
was going to win. Of course, Pat Flynn 
was champion of the world, and as father 
and Jimmie were running down Leroy I 
secretly felt that he was really very brave, 
fighting the champion, and with a stake 
of a hundred thousand dollars. 

Mother spoke up, finally. She had al- 
ways liked Leroy. Now she told about 
the story in the afternoon paper, the story 
of Battling Bingham’s life. It seems that 
he first wanted to study law. He spent 
one year in the law school of the Uni- 
versity of Michigan, but he needed money. 
He was a good runner and football player, 
but he found that he could make money 
easily by boxing. Then, while he was at 
it, he decided that he would not only get 
enough to take him through college, but 
he could save a fortune that would help 
start him in his profession. He would 
fight on the level. He would get a repu- 
tation; stamp his personality on the public 
mind. 

“But my God,” said Jimmie, “May can’t 


marry a fighter.” 

“Don’t worry,” I said. “I’m through.” 
But just the same, what mother told us 
made me heart-hungry for him all over 
again—and just then the doorbell rang. 

With that ring there flashed into my 
mind the thought of Mr. Watts and his 
sister. I had written him a letter. I 
grabbed my bag and opened it. Sure 
enough, there was the letter just where 
[ had left it. I had not mailed it. And 
then I realized that I had not wanted to 
mail it. JI had been kidding myself about 
the whole business. 

Of course, with Mr. Watts at the door, 
I wanted to go. It was an engagement, I 
said to myself, I had to go. I told the 
folks that I had forgotten that I had a 
date and hurried out. Then again, when 
I was out with them, I said to myself 
that I was crazy. I didn’t want to see the 
fight, but just the same, I went. 

There were some other fights first—pre- 


I was paralyzed. If | 


FREE—7-Day Supply— 


Note Coupon 


No more soiled towels 
removing cold cream 


No more harsh substitutes irritating to deli- 
cate skin fabric—and no more oily skins! 


This NEW way will work 
wonders in lightening your 
skin —will keep your make- 
up fresh for hours!—the 
ONLY way that removes all 
cream, all dirt from pores. 


HIS offers a test that will effeci 

some unique results on your skin. 
That will make it seem shades lighter 
than before, That will correct oily skin 
and nose conditions amazingly. That 
will double and triple the effectiveness of 
your make-up. 

Modern beauty science has found a 
new way to remove cold cream... a dif- 
ferent way from any you have ever known. 

It will prove that no matter how long 
you have used cold cream, you have 
never removed it, and its accumulation 
of dirt, entirely from your skin... nor 
removed it in gentle safety to your skin. 

This new way is called Kleenex ’Ker- 
chiefs—absorbent. Dainty and exquisite, 
you use it, then discard it. Just use the 
coupon, A 7-day supply will be sent you 
to try. 

A scientific discovery 
We are makers of absorbents, Are world 
authorities in this field. 

On the advice of a noted dermatologist, 
we perfected this scientifically right ma- 
terial for removing cold cream. 

It is the only product made solely for 
this purpose. It represents some two 
years of scientific research, There is no 
other like it. 

Banishes oily skins—dark skins 
It corrects oily nose and skin 
conditions amazingly. For 


Kleenex ’Kerchiefs — absorbent 
come in exquisite flat handker- 
chief boxes, to fit your dressing 
table drawer «. . in two sizes. 


Boudoir size, sheets 6 by 7 inches . 35¢ 
Professional, sheets 9 by 10 inches. 65¢ 


KLEENEX 


ABSORBENT 


KERCHIEFS 


To Remove Cold Cream—Sanitary 


7-DAY SUPPLY — FREE 


| KLEENEX CO. 
| 167 Quincy St., 


these come from overladen pores... 
cold creams and oils left for nature to 
expel. That is why you powder now so 
often. 

It combats skin eruptions. For they’re 
invited by germ accumulations left in 
the skin, breeding places for bacteria. 

Old methods, towels, cloths and fibre 
substitutes, failed in absorbency. And 
thus often rubbed infectious dirt ac- 
cumulations back into your skin. That 
is why tiny imperfections often came. 
Why your skin looked dark at times. 


Multiplied skin benefits 

Now in Kleenex ’Kerchiefs—absorbent 
—those failures are corrected. Soft as 
down and white as snow, it contrasts 
the harshness of cloth or fibre make- 
shifts with a softness that you'll love. 

It comes in exquisite sheets, 27 times 
as absorbent as the ordinary towel; 24 
times that of paper and fibre substi- 


tutes. You use it, then dis- 
card it. 
\ Just mail the coupon 


Clip the coupon now be- 
fore you forget. Mail it 
ge today for 7-day supply 


at our expense. wae 


$12 
Chicago, IIl. 


Please send without expense to me a sample packet 
of KLEENEX ’KERCHIEFS—absorbent —as offered. 
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Buy a worth-while xmas 
ift on the same basis as 
5°) of the automobiles are 
bought. Pin $2.00 to this 
ad, indicate selection and 
mail to-day. Your choice 
will come for ai5 day trial. 
Try to duplicate elsewhere 
| for less money. If satisfied, 
pay balance in 10 equal 
monthly payments. Other- 
wise, return and your $2.00 
will be RE 

TAP DELI- 


VERY - DEALINGS CON- 
FIDENTIAL. 


$10 - 14K white gold hep'g watch; 
4 blue-white diamonc 4 blue sap- 
ewe movement with 
»racelet mmplete. in 


gi se $458. 00 $4. month. 


$11 - Beautiful Floral design ladies 

18K white gold ring. AAI biue. 
white diame $4 

$4.05a 


diamonds in shank, large AA1L 


- Ladies 18K white gold ring. 2 


white diamond in center $39.50 
$3.75 a month, F 
$13 - Ladies 18K white gold ring: 
AAI blue: white diamond $50.00 | 
h. 


18K white gold lace-work 
design, with 3 blue-white diamonds 
nth. 


} $29.50 $2.75 a mon 


S28 = Gents 198 e gold ring, 

iy ble apphire in 

ter; 2 Blue-V hite 7.50 
$5.55 a mon 


r bi one in ontey AA 
} diamond in heart 
form on each side. Mention 


birth month $45.0: 
$4.30 a month. 


An Ideal 
Ww Gitt 
it's A Bulova S17 12 size, 7 jewel Elgin 
$16 - Famous BULOVA watch; 14K gold.tilled case; 
Gents Strap Watch 14K with chain arn 
filled fountain pen com- 
plete $23.50 
$2.15 a month. 


"$20 Ai2p Pearloid. on-Ambertone Boudoir Set 
Complete in: silk-lined presentation box. 29.50 


Let our Golden Jubi- 
lee Booklet be your 
Xmas gift guide. it 
contains over 3,000 
bargains in watches, 

diamonds, jewelry 
and sjlverware, 
made porsible by 
our 50 years of buy- 


of charge witho 
obligation. Send ~ te-day. 


liminaries, I think Mr. Watts called them. 

Finally the main bout came. I was so 
nervous. When I saw Leroy standing 
there in the ring I was secretly proud of 
him, even though I felt ashamed of being 
there. What would he think?—but he 
would never know. We were far enough 
back so he could never see me in the 
crowd. The champion was just as strong 
and as well built, only he looked more 
confident. He almost danced into the ring. 
Leroy was quiet. He seemed to be taking 
it too seriously. 
| “He looks nervous, tonight,” said Mr. 
Watts. 

“He’s not naturally nervous,” I said. 
And then it occurred to me, since he did 
not look happy, that maybe I knew why. 
I recalled what he had said—he didn’t care 
now, about the championship. I won- 
dered. 

All of a sudden every one scampered 
‘out of the ring except the two fighters 
and the referee. Then a loud bell rang, 
and they stepped forward to start in. The 
champion was very aggressive. He landed 
first, but Leroy fought back. The first 
thing I knew they both seemed to be hang- 
ing on to each other. 

“Why don’t he let go?” 

“That's a clinch,” said Harry. 
fight, though, even in the clinches.” 


asked Lucile. 
“They 


They were both like a couple of cats, 
nimble, quick and clever. It was great 
boxing, Mr. Watts said. I thought Leroy 


was wonderful when he whipped Jerry, 
that day, but even I could see that the 
champion had the best of it, that first 
| round. Toward the end of the three min- 
utes he had Leroy backed up against the 
ropes. Then the bell rang, the two of 
them trotted to their corners and their 
attendants scrambled into the ring like a 
flash and began rubbing them and fanning 
them with big towels. 

“Oh, well,” said Harry Watts, “that’s 
only the first round. He’s getting started 
slow. He'll make up for it, you'll see.” 

But the second round was just the same. 
The champion danced around and kept 
pitching into Leroy, and would give him 
no rest. Even to me, though I didn’t know 
anything about this boxing business, it 
seemed that Leroy was discouraged, or 
something. His friends called out to him 
from the crowd. Why didn’t he wake up? 
I partly blamed myself for it, but I 
wasn't sure. Two or three times in that 
second round Pat Flynn had Leroy backed 
up on the ropes, and once in a corner, 
where he fought at him furiously, and the 
crowd would get up on its feet yelling, and 
I had to get up, too, in order to see. Harry 
Watts sat between us two girls, and I was 
on the aisle, and that helped. I almost 
wanted to call to Leroy to stand up and 
fight and knock the tar out of him, and 
then the bell rang and they went to their 
corners again. 


ARRY WATTS was thoughtful and 

disturbed. “He isn’t himself to- 
night. I mean, he hasn’t got started yet. 
Just wait a few more rounds.” 

But one round after another went by, 
and the champion still had the best of it. 
Somehow I felt—I knew—that Leroy could 
do better, that he could beat this man, but 
he seemed tired. He looked discouraged, 
and I felt guilty. I wished I could help 
him. If only he knew that I was there. 
And then I called out to him, but the crowd 
was roaring, and he didn’t hear. After 
that I called out again and again, but he 
never heard it. 

In the sixth round a man behind me 
said, “Who said he could box? It’s just 
master and pupil.” And Harry Watts, was 


| really worried. “He'll have to do some- 
thing quick, now, or he’s gone.” I was 
desperate. Prize-fighter or no _ prize- 
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and it was all my 
If only I could help him. 

Before the round was over Pat Flynn 
had Leroy against the ropes again, trying 
to batter him down, and Leroy fighting 


fighter, he was Leroy, 
fault. 


back desperately. The crowd was on its 
feet, and in the aisle. And I, too, was 
out in the aisle, getting pushed around. 
But when the bell rang I was way down 
in front, in the aisle near the ring. Le- 
roy’s corner was nearest to me, and I called 
out to him, but he didn’t hear. He was so 
near, right up there in the ring, with two 
men rubbing and sponging him, and two 
others fanning him with towels. I said to 
myself that I could speak to him now. But 
I hesitated. The very idea! And then I 
remembered these rests were only one 
minute. A few seconds more, and he 
would be back fighting. 

I hardly know how it happened, but the 
next moment I found myself climbing up 
on his corner, outside the ropes, and hang- 
ing on them, while I shook him by the 
shoulder and called his name close by his 
ear. He turned his bruised and swollen 
and tired face toward me and then his 
eyes opened wide with astonishment. He 
brightened up and tried to smile. 

“Leroy, hit him in the solar plexus,” I 
cried. “Get up and fight. You've got to 
win. 

“You want me to?” he asked. 


F COURSE, you've got to, for my 
sake. He’s wide open sometimes. 
Watch his solar plexus.” 

He started to speak, but the bell clanged 
and he jumped to his feet. There seemed 
to be a clatter all around me as the four 
husky men, his seconds, seemed to almost 
tumble through the ropes and out of the 
ring. I dropped down somehow, but I 
have no idea how. And there I stood, 
right below his corner, with his seconds, 
but they were too anxious about him to 
pay any attention to a mere girl. 

Leroy had a new heart in him. He was 
different. The champion came out confi- 
dent and smiling. He was just giving this 
person a boxing lesson! But this time it 
was Leroy who leaped upon him. For the 
first time, Leroy looked the way he did 
when he fought Jerry. Smack, bang— 
Leroy landed on Flynn’s mouth and on 
his eye. The champion clinched and hung 
on tightly. In the clinch I saw Leroy’s 
elbow snap upward, and with it Flynn’s 
head bounced up with a jerk. And now 
there was a new yell in the crowd, a 
fresh lot of throats breaking out. And 
then I saw blood on Leroy’s shoulder, but 
I didn’t care, for in a moment I knew 
it was from the champion’s nose. I called 
out to Leroy,ebut so did a thousand others. 
The referee pushed between them, and 
Leroy started all over again. He slammed 
Flynn on each side of the head, so that 
it rocked from side to side, and they 
clinched again. There were a couple more 
uppercuts. And then, after the referee 
separated them, Leroy had Flynn backed 
against the ropes, and was smashing at 
him. It was turning the tables. One of 
the champion’s eyes was almost swollen 
shut, and he kept wiping his nose with his 
boxing glove. It all began to look quite 
gory, but I didn’t care, now, because my 
man was fighting his way, snatching vic- 
tory from defeat. I was wild with excite- 
ment. Oh, it was something tremendous. 
I screamed and yelled like a savage. 

Finally, when the champion was making 
a desperate effort to fight back, Leroy 
caught him clean and square on the chin, 
and Flynn’s knees just doubled up under 
him, and he went down on them, with a 
thump. Leroy jumped back to his own 
corner, and then Flynn got up. Leroy 
rushed for him, and the champion clinched, 
hanging on tight—and the bell rang. Back 
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in his corner Leroy turned round, looking 
for me. I waved and he waved back. | 
clapped my hands to show him that I was 
for him. I felt now that he would win. 
I was all eagerness. 

During the rest the champion recovered 
his self-confidence. He had lost only one 
round out of seven. But perhaps Leroy 
was thinking now of what I had advised 
lim. The two of them started boxing, 
sparring, Harry Watts had called it. The 
champion was smiling, even with his swol- 
len eye. His face was all sponged off 
clean. And all of a sudden I saw that 
spread-eagle position. Leroy saw it, prob- 
ably quicker than I did. For on the very 


instant Leroy’s whole upper body twisted | 


toward the right and his left glove snapped 
squarely upon the exposed stomach. 

The champion flopped. His legs popped 
out from under him and he went down 
backward and rolled over on one side. 
It was the same as with Jerry. He could 
not breathe. The referee sprang to his 
side and began beating time with one hand 
slowly. That, I knew, was the count. 
Leroy came trotting to his corner, and 
caught my eye and waved. And I—? I 
was dancing up and down in the aisle, 


and feverishly hoping that Flynn would | 


not be able to get up. At the count of ten 
he rolled over on his back and the referee 
came to Leroy’s corner, took hold of one 
arm and held it up high. 

It was perhaps three or four minutes be- 
fore I found myself with Harry Watts 
and Lucile. Leroy was working his way 


through the crowd to his dressing room. | 


I could not get close to Leroy for the 
crowd. The three of us were standing on 
some chairs. 


But I knew that I would see | 


him soon, so I started homeward with my | 


two friends. We had just turned a corner 
when Mr. Watts said, “Isn’t this his car?” 


ELL, who should know better than 

I? Of course it was, and a sudden 
idea struck me. “I'll just get in, and 
wait for him,” I said. 

Of course Harry and Lucile stood along- 
side and waited with me, to get a close up 
of the new champion. Finally a crowd ap- 
proached—the crowd that always follows 
a champion. When Leroy saw me he ai- 
most leaped for the car, and warmly took 
my hand. I introduced my friends, in the 
confusion, as the people jammed around. 

“Say, fellows, ” said Leroy to his seconds 
and friends, as he took his place at the 
wheel, “I'll see you in an hour—maybe one 
o'clock, at the rooms.” 

“You mean, we'll see you tomorrow,” 
some one said, and every one laughed. 
Then we were off 

We drove quite a wavs before we said 
anything. Then he spoke. “This is quite 
a surprise, to me.’ 

“It is a bigger surprise, to me,” I re- 
plied. 

“That hundred thousand’s yours,” he 


said. “You sure helped me to win that 
fight, all right.” 
“Oh no,” I said, “but that’s what I al- 


ways want to do.” 

“Do you mean that?” 

“Why, of course.” And then he kissed 
me, with his foot on the brake. His lips 
were swollen, probably tender, and I was 
afraid I’d hurt them—but he didn’t mind. 

“This last week has been—” and he 
paused. “Well, to-night was like coming 
back to heaven, out of hell.” 

“I’m sorry, Leroy.” 

He hesitated. “Well, I’m going into a 
new line of business tomorrow.” 

I nestled against him. “Well, you don’t 
need to, now, on my account.’ 

“Why, that’s exactly what you said last 
week,” he exclaimed. 

I laughed. “That’s right. But I’m say- 
ing it altogether different, this time.” 
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There is nothing else quite like the effect of 


a touch of Maybelline. 


solid form or the new, harmless, water-proof Liquid 
Maybelline and the result is most startling. Your 

lashes immediately appear naturally long, dark and Liguid Form 
luxuriant; your eyes become deep pools of loveli- ‘ 
ness and amazingly expressive. Try Maybelline—and 
see what a difference it makes. 


Either Solid or Liquid, Black or Brown 
75c at all toilet goods counters 


Maybelline Co., 4750-80 Sheridan Road, Chicago 
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Short-Story Writing 


One pupil won a $2000 prize. Another 
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ing publishers. 
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Give Yourself 
That Irresistible Charm 
Which Once Swayed 
Empires and 
Conquered Kings! 


Such intriguing beauty, so History 
tells us, came from the use of a rare, 
white mineral earth found only on 
the Island of Lemnos, off the coast of 
ancient Greece. 


It Worked Like Magic! 


Just a few applications brought such 
exquisite loveliness to complexions 
that it was pronounced Sacred by the 
Priests of Diana who gave it the name 
of Diana’s Earth. Later, by Royal | 

| 


Decree it was reserved exclusively for 
women of noble birth. 


PEACH . BLOOM 


Since that day Diana’s Earth was 
thought lost forever. But just re- 
cently the miraculous happened! An 
American Mineralogist, while sur- 
veying near Hot Springs, Ark., was 
astounded to find another small de- | 
posit of this precious beautifier. 


Now, at last, your complexion can 
have that alluring charm and loveli- 
ness of early ages, for genuine Diana’s 
Earth, now called PEACH BLOOM, 
has been re-discovered. 


BEAUTY GUARANTEED! 


Regardless of the present condition 
of your skin, Peach Bloom will restore 
quickly the beauty Nature intended 
you should have. And this magic 
improvement will be so apparent once 
you have tried PEACH BLOOM that 
you will never again be without it. 


The coupon below carries our Positive 
Beauty Guarantee, which likewise 
applies to your purchase of Peach 
Bloom from any Drug or Department 
Store, Beauty or Barber Shop in the 
United States. 

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 
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| still say any 
with the young fellows. 
| the talk and short on the cash, 
| the big butter and egg man who has spent 
'all his life in hoarding up the dough and 


What Gold Digging Got Me 


[Continued from page 21] 


Of course, Claire posed as a very lonely 
girl. She liked the friendship of a man 
of intelligence, a mature man who did big 
things in the world, and who could advise 
and help her; and she had no time for 
shallow young sheiks who wanted a girl 
for only one thing, and then often lived 
on them. Pleased and flattered, the man 
from Boston admired a girl like Claire, 
who never stayed out nights and who had 
ambitions in life. His wife was a hard, 
unsympathetic woman who went in for 
sufirage, civic reform and various uplifts. 
A girl like Claire—so ingenuous, so gay, 
so innocent—made him feel young again. 
If Claire wanted to study he would help 
to educate her. At that time Claire had 
eight other men on her string each of 
whom believed he was financing her his- 
trionic education, but so far as | know 
she never took a vocal or dancing lesson. 
He went to Europe on business the next 
summer, as did Claire on another boat. 
On her return, loaded with trunks of 
“loot”, she moved into an apartment on 
Park ” Avenue and for several months 
sported a car and chauffeur. Then some- 
thing > From what I| could learn 
I think the Boston man’s family got wise 
and put detectives on Claire. Suddenly 
his ardor cooled. Claire admitted he ac- 
cused her of “cheating.” When Claire 
saw he was easing off, being of a violent 
temper, she tried some rough stuff. She 
threw a fit of stage hysterics. She wanted 
money, a settlement, or she was going to 
tell his wife. The old game. 

“What you can tell my wife she knows 
said the gentleman, politely, “and 
what my wife thinks of me is nothing 
compared to what I think of the mule 
I’ve made of myself.” That for that, as 
Claire would have said. She had nearly 
a quarter of a million in jewels, but 
for a couple of months didn’t have ready 
cash to pay for her Park Avenue apart- 
ment rent. 

“Oh, well! There are always more like 
| him!” cheered the chipper Claire. “And I 
girl’s a fool who bothers 
They're long on 
but take 


has never had any fun. When he is 
fifty he begins to see young folks playing 
around and to think of what he’s missed. 
When he’s bald-headed and fat he wants 
to be a kid again! That's the time to 
catch ’em! They're ripe for a fling at 
romance, and, gee, how they fall!” 


T THIS Florida Drew perked up. 

Florida was a quiet intelligent girl 
who had recently joined the show. She 
had ambitions. She took vocal and dancing 
lessons, and never went out nights. Each 
night her mother met her at the stage 
door. She had wisdom of her own, too. 
“Well, as for me,” said Florida, “I think 
it’s better to have a Harlem flat than an 
apartment on Park Avenue. A Harlem 


: Hg BLOOM MINERAL CORP., 8 | flat costs only forty-seventy fifty a month, 
SON. Wells St., Dept. nl. 8 | and a girl doesn’t have to give a duplicate 
8 Please send me. postpaid a 12-Treatment jar 8 key to anyone.” 

vf PEACH BLOOM for which I am enclosing $1. ily f 
« Ifafter three treatments my skin fails to respond g| _. Bromide!” jeered C aire, Jauntily rut- 
§ to the extent expected, I may return the unused ° fling her blonde hair. “You can’t get on in 
a portion and my $1 will be immediately and §| this business unless you have a backer.” 

8 cheerfully refunded. 4 The time came when lovely Florida 
. Drew was offered diamonds, too. A man 
S Address...........s Hi from Cleveland who had made millions in 
#| lently in love with her. Whether or not.he,. 
Hesscaessesseseasessssasesesesad | wanted to marry her at first I don’t know. 


Comparatively few of the men who make 
love to us show girls have any serious 
intentions. The Cleveland millionaire sent 
Florida gorgeous gifts. She refused them. 
Next thing he married her. While 1 was 
on tour in a road show last year I saw 
Florida in her beautiful Cleveland home. 
She was the mother of a darling baby, and 
was blissfully happy. As for Claire, who 
was the envied model of a successful gold- 
digger in my earlier days, Claire and | 
= similarly in playing the game in the 
end. 


SOON found I wasn’t going to get 

much out of life on a chorus girl's sal- 
ary of forty dollars a week. During my 
second season I shared a shabby apart- 
ment with a girl, the rent of which was 
a hundred dollars. When I sent my 
laundry out it cost from six dollars to ten 
dollars a week. I needed new dresses, 
and a decent gown cost from fifty dollars 
to seventy-five dollars; shoes, twelve dol- 
lars a pair; lingerie, hats, a winter coat. 
Often | washed my laundry in the bath 
tub. Now and then | got jobs posing, at 
five or ten dollars a sitting, and sometimes 
made twenty-five dollars to thirty dollars 
a week extra. But I wasn't getting any- 
where. It was a hand to mouth existence 
and I began to fret against the grind. It’s 
that sort of thing that weakens the moral 
fiber of a girl. 

I loved te dance. I wanted a good 
time. I'd have preferred to drink cham- 
pagne and frolic rather than eat a sand- 
wich in an automat and go home alone. 
Unless you have genuine talent for the 
stage and are destined for a real career, 
unless you are so filled with ambition and 
a love of your work that nothing else 
counts, the lure of the night life and what 


.men are willing to give the girls will get 


under your skin. Especially when you 
know you're as attractive as the upstage 
dames who high-hat you in their furs and 
diamonds, while you've been wearing a 
gown which has been to the cleaners 
heavens knows how many times. You feel 
cheap and cheated. You want to be ad- 
mired, and to receive the tributes of men 
to your charm. You can’t help but want 
what the others are getting. 

Failing to advance in our legitimate 
work, how can we get what we want? 
Are we going back home? After the 
Broadway virus gets in our blood we can’t 
abide the thought of the humdrum life 
back home. It is a sort of contagion, 
this craze for luxury, for excitement, for 
thrills, for gowns and glitters and all 
night orgies of drinking and dancing. 
Few girls, once the night life grips them 
ever do go back home. They don’t want 
to, until it is too late. 

In our chorus there were forty girls. 
Of that number perhaps ten took their 
profession seriously. They possessed tal- 
ent of greater or less degree, had good 
voices, and were ambitious for advance- 
ment toward a serious career. They took 
vocal and dancing instructions, and found 
no lure in the night life of Broadway. 
Of the thirty others probably twenty or 
twenty-five enjoyed such a life as any 
beautiful girl can lead if she wishes to 
employ her charms and her arts upon 
men. With a demoralizing envy gnawing 
in my heart, I observed their variable 
success through an entire winter. 

There is no place so rife with gossip 
as the dressing rooms. There are no se- 

[Turn to page 92] 
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TO other field today offers such great oppor- 
tunities as Interior Decoration. Big 
salaries—fascinating, easy work—in full time 
and spare time—and a wonderful future are 
YOURS if you get into Interior Decoration 
NOW! 


‘Learn Quickly at Home 


F You can now train for this “big-money” 
field right in your own home, in your spare 
time. Practical method of instruction makes 
learning easy—progress rapid. No special 
talent necessary. Prominent New York Deco- 
rators give all your work personal attention. 


Earn *°50 to *200 a week 


Thousands of trained Interior Decorators 
are needed right now by big house-furnishing 
firms—or start profitable business yourself. 
Salaries were never so high. $100 a week— 
and more—not at all uncommon. Find out at 
once your opportunities in Interior Decoration. 
Free Book tells all and completely describes 
this marvelous home-study method. Special 
offer to new students. Write NOW! 


NATIONAL SCHOOL OF INTERIOR DECORATION 
Dept. 1012, 2 West <7th Street, New York, N. Y. 


We have openings for a few new members in 
Fireside Industries, a national organization of 
artistic home-workers. No experience needed. 
We teach you just what to do and furnish 
outfit to members without extra cost. 
Satisfaction guaranteed 

“REE BOOK TELLS HOW 
You can easily make extra money, 
in spare hours or full time without 
leaving home. Fascinating 
work, decorating beautiful 
art novelties to supply big 
demand, Send 2¢ postage 
now for BOOKLET giving 
+> full details. 


Own Your 


Radio Business 


Manufacturer who makes every 
component part of the famous 


REMIER 
New 


One source of supply—one 
profit New, revolutionary pol- 
icy allows trade-in of any old 
3-, 4-, or 5-tube radio on new- 
est Premier Console Radio at 
lowest wholesale distributor’ 3 
price. Over 21 years’ experi- 
ence making precision electrical 
and radio apparatus has produced 
dependable Premier efficiency and 
quality fully covered by our guarantee. 
Send at once for complete details of 
Premier Distributor’s Franchise 
Beat the other fellow to it! 


PREMIER ELECTRIC COMPANY 


~ Grace at Ravenswood 
Chicago, Illinois 


(OLD! 


873-T 
Premier Bldg. 


Backe@ by responsible Radio | 


| culating and_ patient, 


crets. What some of those dames got 
away with was amazing. Naturally, their 
success was in proportion to their wits. 
And the more callous and mercenary they 
were, it seemed the more they got. 
There was Dolly May. Dolly had been 
a ticket. seller in a moving picture house 
in a Pennsylvania town. Dolly had mar- 
ried the manager of the house and used 
him as bridge to get to New York. She 
specialized in elderly sugar papas. She 
was a frivolous, garrulous girl, but with 
a certain shrewd wit. She said she didn’t 
care how old they were. A _ millionaire 
lumber man from the west helped to 
“educate” her. This education provided 
for her clothes and living expenses. You 
could see Dolly almost every night on 
Proadway dragging along some ancient 
thing, and almost every day she added to 
her loot. Nothing was too trivial for 
Dolly; she always got something, if only 
a pair of gloves or a dozen silk stockings. 
Dolly’s biggest clean up on a single breach 
of promise settlement was eight thousand 
dollars. But money ran through her fin- 
gers like water. She ended miserably, 
dying ina hospital of a frightful disease. 


OTTIE SCHAAD was more practical 

than Dolly. When gentlemen wished 
to give Lottie tangible evidences of their 
devotion, she made them put it in realiz- 
able securities. I think in her affairs she 
must have consulted Dunn’s, Lottie es- 
tablished a record among gold-diggers 
when a middle aged banker, who became 
madly bought a house for her 


on Long Island worth two hundred 
thousand dollars. 

Nathalie Monroe, with whom I shared 
an apartment, was a lovely Irish girl 
from Boston. Nathalie told me_ her 
widowed mother was terribly poor. Na- 


thalie possessed a dark Celtic beauty, and 
she wasn’t a gold-digger by nature. We 
had a stif? time that winter trying to 
make ends meet. Like myself, Nathalie 
didn’t go out with men. But we went 
to a week end party at Lottie Schaad’s 
Long Island place, motoring down one 
Saturday night in a big touring car which 
she sent for us. 

At that week end party Nathalie met 
Sol Benjamin. Sol was the brother of a 
Wall Street broker who had figured prom- 
inently in national affairs during the war 
and had made millions out of contracts. 
Part of those millions had come Sol’s 
way. He was an amiable, quiet man, 
physically unattractive, gaunt-faced and 
tall, with a nose like an enormous parrot. 


He fell madly in love with Nathalie. 
Practical and business like, he put his 
proposition frankly before her. To his 


credit he didn’t try to deceive or double 
cross her. He offered to install Nathalie 
in a comfortable apartment, give her an 
allowance, everything she wanted. She 
refused. Sol often came around and took 
Nathalie and me to dinner. Shrewd, cal- 
he bided his ‘time. 
He took us for spins in his Rolls Royce. 
He would sit around in our place, looking 
over our dingy furnished apartment under 
the.shadow of the Sixth Avenue elevated 
at 110th Street with a grim, half amused 
look of expectancy on his face 

He admitted he was a family man, that 
he liked his wife and was proud of his 
children. But if Nathalie would come to 
her senses 

Our show closed and in a month Na- 
thalie and I were broke. We couldn’t pay 
our rent, and the landlord threatened 
ejection. We managed to live by buying 
on credit at the grocer’s and butcher’s 
around the corner. We couldn’t even pay 
our laundry bills. We walked downtown to 
j the agents to try to get extra work im pic- 
‘tures. But there was a slump everywhere. 
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In July Nathalie had a birthday. Tt 
was a cheerless birthday, for she had 
just had a letter from her old mother, 
Her mother was sick, her brother was 
out of a job and Nathalie was in despair, 
That hot sweltering night Sol came around 
and took us for dinner at the Claremont. 
We hadn’t eaten much for a week, and | 
ate famishedly. Sol watched Nathalie 
with a look of keen appraisement on his 
dark face. 

“We're having a birthday party and 
you don’t eat. You look as if you were 
at a funeral, what?” Nathalie, the tears 
coming to her eyes, told him of the de- 
pressing letter she had had from her 
mother. “Oi, oi, oi! Your mother jis 
sick and she must have a doctor. Sure! 
Now, you be a nice sensible girl. §=You 
be nice to Sol and he'll be nice to you. 
See, what I brought you for your birth- 
day.” 

Sol undid a package and passed over to 
Nathalie a modest leather bag. “But what 
good is a leather bag unless you have 
something to put in it? Open it, open it,” 
he urged, as Nathalie regarded the inex- 
pensive handbag with a faint smile. “See 
if you want to give it back!” 

The gloating look on Sol’s face, the ex- 
ultance in his gleaming eyes, filled me 
with a wave of suspicious resentment. 
Nathalie opened the bag. Her eyes di- 
lated as she took out some folded yellow 
bills. 

Aghast she turned to me. I took the 
folded pieces of yellow paper and counted 
—ten one thousand dollar bills. 
thalie’s face was a puzzle. Ten thousand 
dollars! Doubtless Sol and his brother 
had made their millions by waiting for 
“the psychological moment” every time. 
Again he had judged right. Could Na- 
thalie part with those bills? What do 
you expect of a girl? And do you blame 
us if we get hard and callous when men, 
as they do when they can’t get us other- 
wise, wait until we're at the end of our 
resources and all our defenses are down? 
Sol installed Nathalie in a suite in the 
Hetel Vanderbilt. He bought her antique 
mahogany furniture, the best made elec- 
tric player piano, a runabout, and gave 
her all the money she wanted. He was 
unstintedly liberal. And at the end of 
two years, when his fancy flitted else- 
where, he gave Nathalie a gift of $50,000. 
As for Nathalie, was it worth it? Her 
mother died a few months after she had 
made that step. Her sweetness and in- 
genuousness have gone from her. There 
is a hard look on her face today, and she 
is hard. Thousand dollar bills may come 
once in a gold-digger’s lifetime. Today 
Nathalie doesn’t hesitate to add a hundred 
dollars, or even less, when she can get it, 
to her bank account. 


Na- 


WENT on the road that fall. It was 

while playing in Pittsburg that I met 
Charley Hard. Charley was a handsome 
man of forty-five, and one of the big men 
in coal and steel. He became deeply in- 
fatuated with me, and when the show left 
he followed it for weeks from city to city 
until we had returned to New York. I 
liked Charley. The attentions of a man 
of his position and wealth flattered me. 
He offered me everything I had ever 
wanted. Yes, I wanted money, adequate 
clothes, comfort, but more than those I 
wanted the position and future security 
of marriage. 

“Sure, I'll marry you,” 
“but it takes some time to get a divorce. 
It’s all in the hands of the lawyers.” He 
persuaded me he had already arranged 
with his wife, on the basis of a settlement, 
to begin proceedings. 

Charley was a paragon of generosity. 
He sent me hundreds of dollars worth of 


Charley agreed, 
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lingerie and bought me forty pairs of 
shoes. He got me dresses and a fur coat. 
Considering myself engaged I accepted 
them. There was no doubt in my mind he 
loved me, and that our marriage was 
merely a matter of time. Seriously I be- 
gan to make plans to retire from the stage 
is the wife of a multi-millionaire. I told 
the press agent of our engagement. 

“Good story,” said he. “It'll give the 
show a little publicity. I'll send it out.” 

Charley invited me to go on a week 
end party on his yacht. It was a night of 
a wonderful full moon. A marvellous 
supper was served on deck shortly after 
we arrived at 1 a. M. of a Sunday morn- 
ing. Cruising over the gleaming waters 
of the Sound, I seemed transported in a 
world of enchantment A Hawaiian or- 
chestra played, somewhere far off down 
in the salon. Charley talked, and some- 
thing of the atmosphere of fairyland sur- 
rounded him, too. Gifted with a persua- 
sive eloquence (he was one of the most 
popular after dinner speakers in Pitts- 
burg) he just charmed me. Like a con- 
jurer, his words built up fairy castles and 
gardens, and my whole future became a 
dazzling romance. We were going to get 
married, and take a trip around the world 
together. He was going to show me 
Paris and other cities, Algiers, Cairo. 
When we came back, he would star me in 
a show, if I wanted him to. 

“Beauty—romance—I've never had it!” 
he said as we were walking the deck. 
“Steel and coal, that’s all I’ve known. I’ve 
made my pile, and now I want a little girl 
like you. My wife never understood me. 
You do. She never had an ounce of senti- 
ment in her make up. All she wants is 
money. Of course, I'll have to give her a 
liberal settlement. Two or three months 
more and then—” His arm stole around 
me. I was silent. “Our life is going to be 
just one grand holiday. I love you, little 
girl. And there’s nothing on God’s green 
footstool I won’t give you. There’s noth- 
ing I can’t buy for you. You've had a 
hard road, but that’s over. Why are you 
so quiet? You love me, don’t you? Tell 
me you love me. 

Under the influence of the moonlight 
and the champagne, the marvel of being 
on that magical boat, I seemed to be in 
a trance, dreamily happy. “Love you?” 
I repeated vaguely. A silver mistiness 
blurred my senses. 

“We'll be married as soon as the decree 
is signed.” His arms drew me close. 
“Kiss me.” With all that he promised, 
all that seemed already within the pos- 
session of my two hands, my heart was 
filled to tears with gratitude. His lips 
fastened upon mine, unresisted. 

A few days later the press agent’s story 
was published, with my picture, in the news- 
papers. Charley wakened me from my 
morning sleep. Furiously enraged, he 
stormed over the telephone. “What the 
hell?”—etcetera. He didn’t make himself 
quite clear as to why he should be so 
angry, but that afternoon the late editions 
carried a story from Pittsburg that shat- 
tered my world about me. 


HIS brought me up suddenly, face 

to face with a tragic situation. My 
gold-digging had suddenly turned to ashes 
and dust. I had been tricked, deceived. 
Now I sympathize with girls who have 
to deal with men like Charley. What 
could I do? Could I go back and live on a 
chorus girls’ salary? In January SMART 
Set I tell you how this deception influenced 
my life and what, as a gold-digger, I did 

next in my effort to live, 


“Can he really play?” a girl whispered. 
Heavens, Arthur exclaimed. ‘He 
never played a note in his life.” 


They Laughed When I Sat Down 
At the Piano 
But When I Started to Play!~ 


RTHUR had just played “The Rosary.”’ 

The room rang with applause. Then, 

to the amazement of all my friends, I 

strode confidently over to the piano and sat 
down. 

“Jack is up to his old tricks,” somebody 
chuckled. The crowd laughed. They were 
all certain that I couldn’t play a single note. 

“Can he really play?” I heard a girl whis- 
per to Arthur. 

“Heavens, no,’’ Arthur exclaimed. ‘He 
never played a note in all his life. < 

I decided to make the most of the situa- 
tion. With mock dignity I drew out a silk 
handkerchief and lightly dusted off the 
piano keys. Then I rose and gave the re- 
volving piano stool a quarter of a turn. 
The crowd laughed merrily. Then I 
started to play. 

Instantly a tense silence fell on the 

ests. I played the first few bars of 

eethoven’s immortal Moonlight Sonata. 
I heard gasps of amazement. My friends 
sat breathless—spellbound! I played on. 


A Complete Triumph! 


As the last notes of the Moonlight Sonata 
died away, the room resounded with a sudden 
roar of applause. I found myself surrounded 
by excited faces. Everybody was_ exclaiming 
delight — lying me with rapid questions. 

‘Jack! why didn’t you tell us you could 
play like that?” . . 
“Ww here = you 


Pick Your learn?"’—‘“‘Who was 
Instrument your teacher?” 

Piano Violin “T have never even 
seen my teacher,” I 
Cornet Saxophone replied. And just 
Trombone rp a short while ago I 
Piccolo Mandolin couldn’t playa 
note.” 

awatian ee ultar “Quit your kid- 

Sight ging ing,’’ laughe 


Arthur, himself an 
accomplished pian- 
ist. “You've been 
studying for years. 
can tell.” 
“T have been 
studying only a 
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Voice and Speech Culture 
Harmony and Compo- 
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Automatic Control 
Banjo (Tenor, Plectrum 
or 5-string) 


short while,” I insisted. rs kept it a secret so that 
could surprise you folks.” 


How I Learned to Play Without 
a Teacher 


Then I told them the whole story. 

“It seems only a few months ago that I saw an ad of the 
U.S. School of Music mentioning a new method of learn- 
ing to play which only cost a few cents a day! The 
ad told how a woman had mastered the piano in her spare 
time at home—and without a teacher! The ie 
she used required no laborious scales or exercises. 
sounded so convincing that I filled out the a 
requesting the Free Demonstration Lesson. 

“It arrived promptly and I _ started in that 
very night to study it. I was amazed to see how 
easy it was to play this new way. I sent for the 
course ane ae it was easy as A. B. C.!_ Before 
I knew playing all the pieces I liked 
best. I oman play ballads or classical numbers or 
jazz, with equal ease! And I never did have any 
special talent for music!"’ 


Play Any Instrument 


ou, too, can now learn music—right at home 
—in half the usual time. You can’t go wrong 
with this new method which has already 


shown almost nalf a million people how to 
play their instruments. F that old- 
fashioned idea that you need 


y 
Read the list of in = panel, 
cide which one you want to play. 

School will do the rest. 


Send for Our Free Booklet and 


Demonstration Lesson 


Thousands of successful students never dreamed 
they possessed musical ability until it was reveajed 
to them by a remarkable ‘‘Musical Ability Test” 
which we _ sent entirely without cost with our 
interesting free booklet and Demonstration Lesson. 

Right now we are making a Special Offer for a 
limited number of new students] Sign and send the 
convenient coupon now—before it’s too late.  Instru- 
ments supplied when needed, cash or credit. . S. 
School of Music, 42712 Brunswick Bldg., New 
York City. 


U. S. School of Music, 
42712 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

Please send me your free booklet, “Music Lessons 
in Your Own Home” with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane, Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your 
Special Offer. I am interested in the following course 


(Please write plainly) 


perfume. Lovely, intoxicating, alluring. 
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Charettes Personality Perfumes 


Prepared Expressly for You to Bespeak Your Own Individuality 


New, Different, Exquisite. Distinctly Individual! Perfume blended for you 
personally, Perfume that will exactly express your individuality. Your 
A perfume that will express 
many hidden charms. Charms you never before were aware you possessed. 


CHARETTE GUARANTEES TO EXPRESS YOU PERFECTLY 


Write at once for questionaire, fill it out accurately and return it. Charette will determine 
your characteristics, your individuality and send you a sample vial of your own personal per- 
fume, especially blended to express your own personality. 
pounding costs. If you are not delighted, Charette will refund your money instantly. Write 
at once and within just a few days you will realize the happiness to be had through this new 
and lovely expression of your own individual personality. 


CHARETTE—PERSONALITY PERFUMES, Box 90-J, Stat. H. New York, N. Y. 


Enclose only $1.00 to cover com- 
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S300 aweek 
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Ars man (name on request) enrolled for the 
Federal Home-Study Course in Commercial De- 
signing in 1916. He was then a high school boy with 
only average ability as shown by his small sketch 
Compare it with the large painting made 
brought him $350. 
In a short time after starting the course, he obtained 
(with our help) his first position on a newspaper staff 
at $20a week. He went right on studying, improving, 
advancing,—until he had his own studio. He is now 
making about $15,000 a year. Read what he says 
about the Federal School: 


above 
recently, which 


“The Federal School showed me the direct way of 
turning my liking for drawing into money. The 
Course, written and illustrated by practical men 
with many years of notable experience in art and 
advertising will give an earnest student, in a short 
time, knowledge which would otherwise take many 
years of hard experience to acquire. This was so in 
my case and I owe much of my present success to 
the Federal School." 
If so, why not 


Do You Like to Draw? 


talent which only a limited number of people possess? 
Why compete with the masses in the usual lines of en- 
deavor when Nature has endowed you with certain 
talent’? Follow this line. It is probably your quickest, 
surest road to success, making money doing the thing 
you like. Commercial art has a practically unlimited 
field. Millions are spent annually for drawings. Well 
trained commercial artists earn $50, $75, $100, $150 a 
week, and more. You can study at home in spare time. 
Federal instruction is practical, personal, successful. 


Send for Free Book “YOUR FUTURE” 


It tells all about drawing for advertising, about the 
Federal School methods and the famous artists who have 
contributed to the Course. It shows examples of stu dents 
work and explains the wonderful opportunities in this 
field. If you are genuinely interested, 

send for this free book. Use the coupon 

below, stating age and occupation. 


of (ommercial Designing 


1672 Federal Schools Bidg., Minneapolis, Minn. 
Please send me ‘Your Future” without obligation. 
Age.. Present Occupation ... 


Name..:.. 
Write your address plainly in margin 


that I was not of this family, although in 
it. Two or three times I pressed the 
woman who calls herself my mother for 
an explanation. She is a kind, motherly, 
good woman but she has always evaded my 
questions by saying. “It is because you are 
the only one in the family who has any 
brains. You're the lady of the family.” 


Apparently I am a lady born; I can tell 
jit myself, by instinct and by the many 
|}comparisons with the other members of 
lthe family I have drawn. But would 
}much rather be a genuine member of this 
| happy, lowly family than to be what I am 
—a nameless, fatherless child. 


NLY two clues to my identity have 

been given me since I have been old 
enough to recognize my condition. One 
was a visit to our home about three years 
ago of a mysterious man from abroad. 
This man was an American but he evi- 
dently had lived in foreign countries so 
long he had acquired foreign mannerisms 
and almost a foreign accent. When I was 
about sixteen my “mother” came to the 
convent in which I was going to school 
and said she wanted me to come home 
with her for a day because my uncle had 
come to visit and he was very anxious to 
see me. 

My uncle proved to be a tall, handsome 
man of about fifty, who said, ‘during the 
course of our first conversation, that he 
had come from Brussels especially to see 
me because he had not seen me since I was 
a baby. When the other children came 
home from their work he greeted them 
pleasantly and chatted with them but I 
was the one who received practically all 
of his attention. My “mother” even left 
us alone in the drawing room for more 
than an hour. He asked me how I was 
getting along with my studies and my 
music and asked me to play several pieces 
for him on the piano and on my violin. 
After we had all dined together my uncle 
took the other children and me to a 
theater. He left New York by an early 
train the next morning and I have not 
seen him since. 

I am convinced now that this man who 
was called my uncle is really my father. 
All my make-believe mother would ever 
tell me about him was that he is my uncle. 

“He travels all over the world, dear,” 
she said. “He'll be back again one of 
these days.” 

Certainly, anyone with half an eye could 
see that he is not the brother of either 
my supposed mother or father. He looks 
nothing like them. Their conduct toward 
him was deferential. But he has passed 
out of my life as mysteriously as he came 
into it. 

About a year after my “uncle’s” visit 
I became so tortured with worry and curi- 
osity about myself that I went to the 
woman who is called my mother and de- 
manded that she reveal my identity to me. 
I told her of all my suspicions, what I 
thought about my “uncle,” how I regarded 
the members of her family and everything 
that had burdened my mind since my 
doubts were first stirred. 

I am of an emotional nature and some- 
times I have difficulty in controlling my- 


self. My “mother” proved adamant. She 
said there was no foundation for my 
suspicions. She said it was all imagination. 


She pointed out that the nature which gave 
me these misgivings was the same nature 
which made me superior’ to’ the other 
members of the family. She repeated that 


Who Is My Father? 


[Continued from page 55] 


I had 


always 
been favored and given advantages which 


this was the reason why 
the others never received because they all 
realized that there was something about 
me, something in my make up and temper- 
ament, which did not exist in the others. 

She did not convince me for a second 
but I became so upset that the interview 
ended in hysterics and I was put to bed 
to rest. Since then I have tried to learn 
nothing from my supposed mother. She 
has been kinder than ever to me since this 
experience but I know she will never 


divulge the secret of my birth or parentage 


until she receives instructions or per- 
mission to do so from the proper source. 

The other clue I spoke of was a letter | 
intercepted and from which I gleaned the 
only information I have been able to get 
about myself. It came from German) 
about five months ago, and it was the third 
letter which had been received from a 
foreign land at our home within about 
two years. My “mother” was away for 
the week-end and [I was at home with a 
girl friend when the letter came. It was 
in English and since I read it and de 
stroyed it I am the only one who knows 
that it ever reached its destination. It was 
a carefully written letter, penned by a 
highly educated man, and in it were two 
sentences which mentioned my first name 
and made reference to me. 

Evidently my own suspicions and mis- 
givings about myself had been learned by 


the writer through correspondence with 
my “mother” because he said in one men- 
tion of me. 


“Do your best to carry on as you are for 
a while longer. Myra must be told soon 
all about herself but it cannot be for the 
present. I am devoting my life to making 
amends for the fact I could not marry her 
mother but I cannot arrange my affairs to 
come to an understanding with her im- 
mediately.” 

In another sentence he said, “If neces 
sary I shall arrange to send Myra abroad 
within a year or so. The fact that she is 
an illegitimate child will not work against 
her in Europe.” The letter bore the signa- 
ture of the Christian name I had been told 
to call my uncle, “Harry.” 

There it was in plain ianguage. There 
it was in all its naked horror for me. 
There it was, a confirmation of all of my 
fears and suspicions. 


HIS letter dazed me, stunned me. I 

cannot recall that | experienced any 
mental process after I had been struck 
with the full force of its meaning. In a 
stupor I tore it into small bits and threw 
the pieces into the fire place where | 
watched them burn. It seemed as if my 
soul was burning with them. 

Then the reaction began within me. 
Surely the fury of a woman scorned can- 
not compare in violence with the over- 
whelming desire which suddenly came to 
me to wreak vengeance upon every man 
who crossed my path. My desire for ven- 
geance was too strong for expression. 
Had my real father been present in the 
room I am sure I would not have betrayed 
my feelings toward him. am sure 
I would have treated him pleasantly 
and encouraged him to be friendly to me. 
I would have waited until he was asleep 
or otherwise off his guard and then I would 
have done some horrible thing to him 
which would have caused him suffering for 
the rest of his days or brought him to a 
slow, tortuous death. 
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For days I was in this mood and during 
all ot this time I was so outwardly tran- 
quil that other members of the family re- 
marked that | was looking unusually bright 
and cheery. I don't know what made me 
that way. I can’t explain. 

During this period of my reaction I con- 
cocted plot after plot to accomplish my 
desires, not only against my father but | 
against all men. I was going to become 
i blackmailer and rob every man I could 
come in contact with of his money and his 
reputation. Then I was going to seek my 
father out, whoever he is, and wherever 
he was and kill him and then kill myself. 
Still this did not suit me as being suf- 
ficient vengeance against men for the | 
wrong a man had done me so I plotted | 
more extensively. A thousand schemes 
and methods of retaliation entered my | 
mind. Possibly it is well they did because | 
the imaginary accomplishment of them 
eave me certain relief and this mood 
cventually burned itself out. 

In a tew weeks I regained my sanity 
without having done any of the things I 
contemplated doing. I must have been 
temporarily insane to have entertained such 
hideous thoughts. I began to reason, as I 
am now trying to reason, and to find a| 
solution of this problem without sacrificing | 
the splendid body and brain with which God | 
has blessed me. 

Sometimes, yet, I have depressed mo- 
ments. These usually come when I am 
vith my music or am wandering in our 
earden, looking at the flowers and en- 
joying the beauties of Nature. I some- 
times wonder if it is right that I should 
play sweet music. I get to thinking may- 
be I am too unclean. When the tlowers 
attract me I sometimes feel the same way 
about them and then | am persuaded by 
my own powers of reasoning that maybe 
1, too, can spread beauty and happiness, 

On the wall of our drawing room there 
is a picture of me taken when I was about 
eight years old. I was a dainty, sweet un- | 
troubled little girl then. I wore a fluffy 
white frock and my hair was tied with a 
huge bow. In my arms I held a pet kitten. | 
Surely if this little girl had been taken out | 
of the world at the age when this picture | 
was taken she would have had the same | 
chances in the hereafter as other innocent 
little girls. Surely, if there is a God, he | 
would not have held her to account for the | 
illicit love of two people who let their af- 
fections carry them beyond the barriers of 
propriety erected by what we call society. 
Surely, then, this little girl who has only 
crown older and w‘ser, not more wicked, 
can find a place in God’s world which she 
can occupy with the same sense of security 
and decency which is afforded her more | 
fortunate sisters. | 

I hope to learn soon who my father is 
hecause if he is the man I think, he is | 
a much more learned and accomplished man 
than any with whom I now get an oppor- 
tunity to associate and as his daughter I | 
may be able to receive assurance on some | 
of the questions which beset me. 

If he should read this story he will rec- 
ognize me and if he does I want him to 
know that I pray nightly for him to come 
and tell me, “Who is my father?” 


UTHER SPECK loved me and he 

was clean and loyal. But jn spite 
of that I left him and in New York I 
met Frazer Foster, a free-living person— 
a sculptor. Something new and beautiful 
stirred in me and I asked myself “Could 
This Be Love?” Then Luther came and 
all my new, bright world—but you will | 


New Safe Way to En 
Gray Hair 


> 


C—Arrange hair and 
watch color gradually 
creep back. Restora- 
tion will be perfect 
and complete. 


B—Then simply comb 
a single lock of your this water-like liquid 
hair to see what it through your hair. 
does. Thus have no Clean .. . Safe. Takes 
fear of results. only 7 or 8 minutes. 


A—You try it first on 


friends. | MaryT. Gold 965-S Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn. 

This new scientific way defies detection. | Please send your patented Free Trial Outfit. X shows 

Some 10,000,000 women have used it. You 1 color of hair. Black...... dark brown...... medium 

take no chances. 1 brown...... auburn (dark red)...... light brown..... . 
1 light auburn (light red)...... blonde...... 


no chances, Which is the safe thing to do. 


Forever removed by the Mahler 
Method which kills the hair root 
without pain or injuries to the skin, 
in the privacy of your own home. , 
Send today 3 red stamps for Free Booklet. 


D. J. MAHLER CO., 2922-B Mahler Park, R. I. | Dept, C-S 


want to read my story as I have written 
it for you in SMart Ser for January. 


Now it takes only a few minutes to bring back natural shade 
to faded and graying hair. You watch it creep back after using 
this clear water-like liquid— accept amazing free test 


ERE is a way that works wonders by Or go to the nearest drug store today. A 
supplying coloring elements to gray hair. few cents’ worth restores original color per- 
What happens is that natural shade is con- fectly. Your money returned if not amazed 
veyed. If your hair is naturally auburn, it and delighted. 
will revert to auburn, If black, black it will be. 


No need now for crude, messy dyes judged 


dangerous to hair. They are noticed by your --------Test Free Soeenaeam 


It’s safe and makes your hair live looking 


and lustrous. Will not wash nor rub off. And : 
may be applied only to gray and faded parts. = Name...........ccscecececereceeeececseeseeeseeeeceeoees ce 
We send you free a sample of Mary T.Gold- ! ; 
man’s Hair Color Restorer. You snip off a single 
lock of your hair and try it first on that. You 1 l 
see exactly what results will be. Thus take 5 City LdhinesnsgeRddaSebeseneOsrodeseaNesésesteesebeneensees 
Please print your name and address 


Amazing new method teaches men or women to 

earn after firstlesson. OIL PAINT photos at home 

--portraits, landscapes or art Earn $18 

to $100 and _ more a wee FREE OIL PAINT 

OUTFIT. Graduz ates furnished employment. Send 
now for free illustrated book 


PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC. 


We teach Beauty Culture 


2926 Broadway, Chicago, Ill, 


$25.00 complete _ ine 


cluding wrist- 
clasp and one extra Ribbon 
wristlet. Can be worn 
either way. 
In attrac- 
tive plush- 
lined case. 
Can also 
be had in 
green gold. 


NEW SNUG-FIT WATCH 


Fully Guaranteed Accurate Timekeeper. 
Always sets firm on your wrist. 14- 
karat Solid White Gold Case—16- 
Jewel Movement, Genuine 
Sapphire Studded Crown. 


Terms if Desired — 6 
Months to Pay. Write for 
Particulars and ask for 
FREE Jewelry Catalog. 


BUFFALO JEWELRY MFG. CO. 501 Washington St. Dept. 18, Buffalo, N. Y. 


THE NEW 


improven INMMOGRAPA ZZ 


in. 
Writes with ink free and easy as a lead pencil without a miss, skip Actual 
or blur. Its steady, uniform flow of ink actually improves your Patent 
handwriting. Won’t blot, scratch, leak or soil handa, Automatic 


feed clogging. 
No complicated mechanism 
to clean or get out of order. 


Makes 3 to 4 Carbon Copies 
at one time with original copy in ink. Bear 
down as hard as you like without 
fear of bending, spreading, in- 
juring or distorting its 
14 Kt. solid gold 
point, 


solid gold 
point and feed, 
gold band on safefy 
Screw cap, gold self-filling 
lever and gold clip. Made of fin- 
est highly polished black material. 


An Instrument of Refinement 

ual in size, workmanship and quality to any 

$7, $8, PP fountain pen. SEND NO MONEY - Write 
c_ e and address plainly. Specify if you want ladies size. 

itman $2.98 plus postage on delivery. If within ten days 

You on not entirely satisfied, return it and we’ll refund your money, 


: INKOGRAPH Co., INC. 183-41 Centre St., New York,N.Y. encil. 
AGENTS sent inkographe mot make bigger profits, more sales, without investment. auicker popular 
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irls ! This New 


Translucent Rouge im- 
mediately brings out your 
natural beauty and charm 


TRIAL SIZE FREE 
cA single application works 


like magic 
Siorwad has advanced another step 


forward in the development of the 

most startling beauty secret ever of- 
fered women —a wonderful new Trans- 
lucent Rougethat brings out the natural 
beauty of your skin without clogging 
up the pores and without giving it that 
painted opaque look. 


New — Translucent — Beautiful 
The pores of the skin under a magnifying glass 
look like small valleys and mountains and itis in 
these valleys that the skin breathes and thereby 
stays in a l.ealthy condition. 

How, then, can one expect to have a healthful 
and beautiful skin ii these little valleys are con- 
tinually filled up with grease and hardened 
powder rouges? Mad Cap Rouge is neither a 
grease nor a powder and will not clog up the 
skin pores. 

The skin is naturally translucent. Mad Cap 
Rouge is also translucent and when applied 
simply tints the skin a beautiful pink, letting the 
natural beauty of the skin show thru. Its appli- 
cation has a soothing, healing effect on the skin. 
It produces a glorious color and is used and 
recommended = beauty specialists everywhere. 
It is also waterproof and stays on 24 hours. 


Try It —Beautify Your Complexion 
We ask you to try Mad Cap for a few days at 
our expense and see how it will give you the 
complexion of women you have always envied. 
You will note the great difference after the very 
first application and then, if you are not abso- 
lutely delighted, we will welcome the oppor 
tunity of refunding your money. 


Fill in Coupon for 
FREE TRIAL SIZE 


Simply fill in and mail coupon and enclose roc for 
postage. Use Mad Cap Rouge a week at our 
expense. 


KOLAR LABORATORIES, 
2S. Seeley Ave., Chicago, Ill. 


Please send me Free Trial Size Mad Cap Rouge. 


Enclosed find 10c for postage. 


The Cad Who Told 


[Continued from page 33] 


him after he was dead and couldn't know it. 

But, speaking in confidence and seeing 
nobody will know who I am or who Mr. 
Trelayne is, I must say that after three 
years in his service he was not a hero. 
Likeable, he was, and a most pleasant and 
agreeable man, even after drinking hard. 
He could bring you around, with his good- 
natured talk and his ready yarns, but he 
had no principle. He was a great one for 
laughing, that I must say, and ready to 
pay any price for his little joke, as | will 
show you. Most folks thought him hand- 
some, and he was, though my liking :sn’t 
for such dark men, and moreover in the 
morning before I'd done with the hot 
towels and the ice, and the egg pack and 
all, he looked a bit seedy. 


ELL, as I have said, we had plenty 

of the opposition sex around, always, 
but such a lady as she was he had never 
had, and I saw that from the very first 
day. For there was one as was a lady. 
I've seen her like when I was with Lord 
Ashburton, and she reminded me some of 
the young lady His Lordship was engaged 
to when he went out to France. 

She was so sweet and gentle and lovely, 
in a ladylike way, that I said to my wife, 
“What she’s doing around the like of him, 
I can’t tell. It makes me fair sick.” 

But my wife says, “There’s no telling 
about love, Cox, me man. ’Tis my idea 
the Lord has a system he hasn't yet re- 
vealed to us, but ‘twill all work out in 
good time.” 

I'll call this lady Mrs. Garland, though 
that’s not her name, and she come out to 
the studio first with her husband, and they 
was introduced to Mr. Trelayne. I saw 
quick enough by the turn of his eye that 
his fancy was took by her. He likes them 
slim and dark-eyed. 

I never could see my way to blame her. 
She was so gentle and innocent and easy 
deceived. She was one of them believing 
women, and Mr. Trelayne had made him- 
self believed by some women that was 
hard-boiled as they come. So when he 
started making love to her and putting 
his best into it, it’s not surprising that she 
thought he meant all he said and all he 
looked, and that she was the one great 
love of his life. 


HEN, there was her husband. I never 

got on to how that come about, but she 
must have been a mere babe when she 
married him, for she had a little boy five 
years old, and she was still a slip of a 
girl to look at. Her husband may have 
been an imposing looking old bird, when 
she took him, but he was old now, and 
getting bald, and he had a mean eye and 
a harsh tongue, I can tell you. He treated 
her in a way, even before the likes of me, 
that showed how little he valued or under- 
stood how fine she was. Some said she 
married him for his money (he had mil- 
lions all right) but I could never bring 
myself to believe it. I expect she thought 
he was a great man. 

I don’t know when Mr. Garland began 
to suspect that his wife was in love with 
Mr. Trelayne. Naturally, being what he 
was, he suspected her of worse than was 
true. Mr. Trelayne never concealed any- 
thing from me, in these matters, having no 
delicacy anyway and me being necessary 
to his plans as a rule, and I swear that 
lady was innocent of anything except be- 
ing in love with a man that wasn’t her 
husband and that wasn’t fit for her to 
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wipe her shoes on. She thought it was a 
grand romance, and that justified her 
actions as they was in her own eyes, like 
it's done many a good woman before, but 
sin she never did. 

Well, anyway, just how or when Mr. 
Garland hired detectives to put a dicta- 
phone in Mr, Trelayne’s dressing bunga- 
low out on the lot, we never knew, but 
they did it. 

They got the thing in all right, but Mr. 
Trelayne caught them when they was try- 
ing to take the records out. He'd gone 
to sleep on his couch after working at 
night, me having gone home, which was 
most unusual. So when they broke in, he 
was there. He found out quick enough 
what it was all about, and he bought the 
record off of them for a good price, they 
being like most private detectives, for sale 
to the highest bidder. 

I don’t think at the time he intended 
anything wrong, but was just protecting 
his own reputation and maybe giving hers 
a thought, though I doubt it. But pretty 
soon the idea come to him, devilish ideas 
coming easy any time to his brain, that 
he’d like to hear them. So he got the 
boys at the studio to rig him up a ma- 
chine. He said he’d never heard himself 
making love and it would give him a kick. 

Well, of course when he'd heard it and 
had his big laugh, nothing would satisfy 
him but he must have some of his pals in, 
and run those records for them. It was 
the first time I ever spoke to him, per- 
sonal like, but I up and said, “Mr. Tre- 
layne, you'd ought not to do that. They'll 
know the lady’s voice, and it’s dishonor- 
able. It’s worse than showing a love let- 
ter.” Which it was, a thousand times. 

But he had them in just the same, and 
they all laughed. 


KNEW something was brewing about 

that time, between them. They was 
figuring for her to run off with him to 
New York. Then she could get a divorce. 
But I don’t suppose he’d told her he had a 
wife, hale and hearty and living in Eng- 
land, that wouldn’t divorce him for all the 
money there was, being as how she hated 
him too much to accommodate him. 

I used to wish she could just see him 
like he was. But it never occurred to me 
I could do anything until one day she 
come to the studio in the afternoon to 
meet him and he’d been called out on 
location unexpected. I was pressing his 
dress clothes, and I asked her to come in 
and wait, and she sat down, looking as 
sweet as a flower. 

And then I got the inspiration. 

I said, polite, “Maybe you'd like for 
me to put on some records Mr. Trelayne 
has been running. He made them him- 
self, and he’s been running them for his 
friends and it’s caused a lot of entertain- 
ment around the studio.” 

I turned it on, and I got one look at her 
face, and then I went out and left her 
alone. I couldn’t bear to see her. When 
I come back she was gone and I'd left 
the electric iron on and burned a hole in 
Mr. Trelayne’s best dress pants, and I 
never saw her again and neither did he. 

But the other day I saw a picture of her 
and her little boy in the society page of 
the paper. He’s a fine boy. I expect a 
woman could devote her life to a son like 
that and be happy. My wife says, “In 
the end, Cox, me man, a woman’s son is 
more to her than any other man that ever 
lived.” I hope she’s right. 
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I Lived a Lie 


[Continued from page 37] 


found him walking up and down in front 
of the little station, and when he saw me, 
he came up at once and led me off down 
the street, looking about as though ter- 
ribly afraid someone might see us. But 
there wasn’t anybody about, except a 
couple of taxi drivers, and I didn’t know 
a soul in the place. 

We stopped in the shadow of some 
trees, and Bert asked me, very roughly, 
what I wanted. I think he must have 
known, though, because he was frightened. 
When | told him he swore. 

“What do you want me to do about it?” 
he said. 

“I don’t know,” I told him, and I 
didn’t. “I thought you might suggest 
something.” 

“If you-mean marry you,” he growled, 
“there’s nothing doing. I haven't the money 
to support a wife, and anyway, the old 
man won't take me into the business if I 
get married before I’m twenty-five. He 
doesn’t believe in kid marriages.” Then 
he took a roll of bills from his pocket and 
put them in my hand. 

“This is all I could get together. I 
suspected what you were after when you 
*phoned, and don’t bother me any more, 
or write me any more letters. I’m 
through.” Then he looked at his watch 
and walked away. 


HE next day I sent the money back to 

Bert by registered mail, without a word. 
After the way he had acted toward me, I 
hated him. Then I began to lay my plans 
to go to my sister in Pittsburg. 

1 knew I couldn’t go until after Christ- 
mas. Mother would want me home, then, 
and anyway, I could not expect to stay 
away so long. The family would have 
thought it queer, and my sister might not 
have wanted me all that time. I thought 
I would be able to stay home until some 
time in February. 

The weeks that came after that were 
a nightmare. No matter what wrong I 
had done, no matter what sin I had com- 
mitted, I believe I paid for it then. The 
suffering I went through, the agony of 
remorse, the fear that someone might find 
out, almost killed me. Most of all I 
thought of my mother, of what discovery 
would mean to her. I knew I looked 
worn and haggard, and she noticed it, and 
wanted to know what was the matter. 
Poor mother! I felt I would rather die 
than tell her. It would have broken her 
heart. 

So I pretended I was just run down, 
needed a change, and told her I would 
like to go out and visit my sister in Pitts- 
burg. This was in January, and mother 
wrote a letter about it right away. The 
answer came back that I would be more 
than welcome, so I packed up and left 
at once. 

As soon as I got to my sister’s I told 
her everything. I knew there would be no 
use in waiting. She was furious, at first, 
and said I might as well be dead, but 
afterwards she agreed to help me, on 
mother’s account, she said. But she in- 
sisted on telling her husband. He would 
have to know, anyhow, she explained, be- 
cause in a few weeks it would be neces- 
sary for me to go to a hospital. 

I will say for my brother-in-law that 
he acted splendidly and was much nicer 
to me than my sister was. I heard him 
tell her that I was only a child, who had 
been made the victim of a man who de- 
served to be shot, and that the thing to 
do was to help me, not blame me. But 


EASY NOW TO GET 


Marvelous New Invention Gives 
Beautiful Professional-Like Wave 
Without Muss, Bother or Expense. 


OW ina tew minutes’ time any woman can 

give herself a Perfect Marcel. All Milady 
has to do is place in her hair a Ready-Set 
Marceller which immediately conforms the 
hair into a series of beautiful waves similar to 
those given by the most experienced of beau- 
ty specialists. It’s no trick to putitin. The 
illustrations show how. neat it looks in the 
hair while in use and what a beautiful wave 
it gives to perfectly straight hair. 


The READY-SET 
Marceller 
Can’t Go Wrong 


Regardless of what texture hair you have, the 
Ready-Set Marceller never fails. It will de 
light you. It comes in two parts. One for 
the side of the head as shown in illustration. 
The other for the opposite side and back. It 
is adjustable for those who prefer the back 
shingle bob with sides waved. The secret of 
the Ready-Set is the folding crossbar which 
“automatically” puts each one of the flexible 
combs in the hair at the proper angle flat to 
the head and in the proper place to give a 


A PERFECT MARCEL 
While You Dress or Sleep! 


fect marcel. 


crossbar works bellows 
ion. When you close up the crossbar the 
hair [which should be dampened} works up 


between the combs forming beautiful waves. ae 


The Ready-Set must not ve confused 
with cloth waving caps—hot oil—hot 
irons—or intricate adjustment of combs. 
It is automatic, self-waving, self-adjust- 
ed silver-like waver with flexiblespecial 
made combs. It weighs but a few 
ounces; comfortable to put on; nothing 
to get out of order; produces an auto- 
ically perfect marcel. 

Any woman who has lost time and 
patience with so-called home wavers 
is invited to try the Ready-Set entire- 
ly at our risk and expense to demon- 
strate that it is based on an entirely new 
and different principle. 

Your mirror tells the story! By the 
time you are dressed, your hair is beau- 
tifully done! Or put it on at night— 
you'll never notice it—and in the 
morning you look as if you had just 
stepped from the beauty shop. 


Note: For resetting permanents 
there is npthing better or more econom- 
ical than Ready-Set. If you have a 
permanent you need one. Ideal for re- 
tracing. For those with naturally curly 
hair who use the Finger wave, the 
Ready-Set will delight you. It isa 
way to safely marcel white hair. It gives 
the perfect wave to any type of hair. 


These Pictures Tell the Story! 
1—Straight Undressed Hair. 2—The Ready-Set 
Speed Over the Hair in 3 Seconds. 3—The Re- 

t—A Beautiful Toilet Everytime! 


Miss Ray Morse, well known beauty specialist, says: “After 
seeing the wave any woman can so easily get by simply 
using the Ready-Set Marceller, I would be selfish if I 
did not admit that it will save American women thousands 
of dollars formerly spent with beauty parlors. 


Send No Money 


We want you to be convinced the Ready-Set will give 
satisfaction. Later we plan to sell through stores, and we 
want your good will. We are offering a special introduc- 
tory price to women who make thistest. Send inthecoupon 
today for arsday trial of the Ready-Set Marceller. 


THE READY-SET MARCELLER CO. 
] 1017 Colonial Bldg., Kansas City, Mo. 


| Please send me your Ready-Set Marceller. I agree to pay 

postman $2.97 (plus postage) upon delivery. If I am_ not 
satisfied with results in every way I will return outfit within 
15 days and you are to refund the purchase price. 


NOTE: If you expect to be out when the postman calls, enclose 
with order and the Meady-Set Marceller will be sent postpaid, 


$3. 
Cash must accdmpany all orders outside of United States, 
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Cc. J. MUSSEH 
Ploneer Music 
Saw Artist, has 
taught thousands 
to become Experts, 
Vaudeville stars , 
and high priced 
entertainers. 


to Prove It 


Just to prove how quick and easy you can 

learn to play a saw, I'll send you a genuine, 
specially tempered Musical Saw for 5 days’ 
trial. Iguarantee that in 24hours youcan play 
tunes like OldBlackJoe”and 
“Home Sweet Home”. Then 
you quickly learn latest jazz 
and song hits, operatic and 
classical music. Amazingly 
simple—no notes to read, no 
dreary practice. You don't 
need to know a thing about 
music. 


Play for Money or Fun 


The Musical Saw’'s only ri- 
val is the violin fo. sweet- 
ness and expression. Tone 
effects are positively start- 
ling and so unexpected that 
nothing compares to it in 
winning instant popularity 
or becoming a salaried en- 
tertainer. Its novelty gains 
headline position for you. 
You are always in demand, 


Success Guaranteed 


I have taught thousands to 
play the Musical Saw. Just 
three short simple lessons 
reveal every secret of my 
12 years’ success as a pro- 
fessional saw musician. 
Scores of others have won 
fame and fortune like the 
three pupils shown here. 
Let me prove that you, too, 
can quickly play like a 
professional, 


Charles Guetieri, 
booked to play solos 
in Broadway (New 


ture theatre 


R t Alter, 

broadcasting celeb 

rity, has delighted 
udiencesof six lead 


ad Gamble is 
ng his way 

nd the world with 
the Musical Saw. Is 
now in Europe. 


Phonograph 
Record 


FREEe 


Double-disc demonstration- 
size Phonograph Record of 
beautiful saw solo and duet. 


Two beautiful 
selections, positively amazing to anyone who 
has never heard the Musical Saw and its sweet 


tone. Send 10c (stamps or coin) to cover 
handling and postage. 


However, if you have already heard the Saw, 
and do not want the record, ask only for my 
big FREE TRIAL OFFER with which all 
my pupils have made their start to fame and 
money. No charge; sent postpaid. Just 
write your name and address along the margin 
and mail this ad to me. 


MUSSEHL & WESTPHAL 
495 W West Water St. Fort Atkinson, Wis. 


that didn’t stop me from blaming myself. 
I wish every girl who thinks she can play 
with fire could know what | went through. 
They wouldn’t be so ready to make fools 
of themselves. 

My sister told everybody that I was 
suffering from a nervous breakdown and 
couldn't see anyone. So when callers came 
I stayed in my room. But other nights 
my brother-in-law would sit and talk to 
me just like a real brother, and a great 
deal more kindly than my brother Tom 
had ever talked to me. He never re- 
ferred in any way to my trouble, but 
used to tell me about trips he’d made, to 
South America, and abroad. He is an 
engineer, and his work takes him all over. 
He'd bring me books to read, too—not 
love stories—I guess he knew | wouldn't 
care about that—but travel books, stories 
about China, the South Sea Islands, and 
such places. If it hadn't been for him I 
don’t know what would have become of 
me, for my sister, while she tried to be 
kind, never forgave me. She felt I was 
a disgrace to the family. 


REMEMBER once my brother-in-law 
said to me: 

“We all make mistakes—terrible ones, 
most of us. If we're honestly sorry, they 
ought to be overlooked.” That was as 
close as he ever came to saying anything 
abeut my trouble. Then he went on to 
tell about a man he knew, a doctor, who'd 
made a mistake in an operation on one of 
his patients and the patient died. He said 
the doctor began to drink, after that, took 
to drugs, and ruined his life. It was a 
great pity, my brother-in-law said, be- 
cause the man was a fine surgeon, and 
could have helped many people if he had 
only had the courage to face his mistake 
and live it down. He told me this story, 
I know, just to cheer me up, and he ended 
by saying that society was very unjust to 
women and usually made them pay for 
their mistakes far more heavily than men 
had to pay, even when the man was the 
one at fault. 

I couldn’t help thinking of Bert, having 
a good time at college while I was going 
through the tortures of hell, and it didn’t 
seem right, because no matter what I had 
done I was'no more to blame than he was. 
Not as much, in a way, because he was 
older than I was, and knew more about 
the world. I was just a stupid little fool. 

At last, after what seemed centuries of 
waiting, I went to the hgspital. My 
brother-in-law was fine, made all the ar- 
rangements and insisted on going along 
when I went, to cheer me up. My sister 
was along, of course, but I could see she 
felt the humiliation of it. She couldn't 
get away soon enough. 

I am not going to tell about my stay 
in the hospital. It was something I 
try to forget. Not but what everybody 
was very kind and nice to me, but for a 
girl in my position it couldn't be anything 
but dreadful, no matter how kind people 
tried to be. At last my suffering was over 
and I went to sleep. When | woke up 
they told me the baby was dead. 

I suppose it would be hard for anyone 
to understand—anyone, that is, who had 
not been through the same sort of an 
experience, how terribly I felt when I 
heard that. Even though I was unmar- 
ried, even though a child, in my case, 
would have been utter disgrace, | longed 
for my baby, and cried bitterly when | 
learned it was gone. I suppose nature 
provides for all that—puts in a mother’s 
heart an instinctive love that nothing can 
destroy. 

I forgot all about society’s rules, about 
such things as marriage, or disgrace, and 
thought only of the little soul to» which 
I had given being, the tender and innocent 
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My Sister, 
when she saw my grief, told me I was a 
fool, that I ought to be very glad | could 
go back home with no one the wiser for 


life so quickly snuffed out. 


what had happened. When she said that 
I almost hated her, even though I knew 
she was thinking of me, and of mother 
and dad. 

I was really little more than a child, 
then, but I was a woman too, with all a 
woman’s instincts, and something told me 
that nature hadn't made the rules that my 
sister was going by, and that in wishing 
for my baby I was following instincts 
very much deeper and more important 
than all the laws that society has ever 
made, put together. My brother-in-law 
understood, | guess, for he made me feel 
that he grieved with me. Not many men 
would have done that. 

It was three weeks before I was able 
to go home, and when I| did go I was 
paler and more haggard looking than | 
had been when | came. Just before | 
left Pittsburg my brother-in-law brought 
a young man to the house, an assistant 
engineer in the New York office of the 


company for which my_ brother-in-law 
worked. I met Donald, and liked lim 
very much, and he seemed to like me, 


too, for he said that when he returned to 
New York he was going to look me up. 
My brother-in-law said afterwards, when 
he had gone, that he was one of the most 
promising young men the company had, 
and would surely make his mark. 

I took a train, when I left, that would 
bring me home late in the evening. | 
thought that if the family noticed | looked 
tired and drawn, I could blame it on the 
long trip. Dad came to the station to 
meet me and drove me home in the car. 
He was terribly glad to see me, and put 
his arm about me and kissed me, the way 
he used to do when I was a child. 

I didn’t go back to school that spring— 
in fact, | had stopped going right after the 
Christmas holidays, saying I did not feel 
well enough to keep up. So when I got 
home, things were very quiet. There was 
nothing much to do. I went out, 
sionally, with some of the girls, and to 
the club, now and then, but I still felt 
too badly to play tennis, or swim in the 
club pool, the way I used to. I told 
everybody who asked me about my illness 
that I had a nervous breakdown, and 
that it had affected my heart. I hated 
to lie all the time but there was nothing 
else I could do. It is astonishing how 
many lies you have to tell, once you begin 
that sort of thing. 


occa- 


WONDERED if I should have to keep 

on deceiving people all the rest of my 
life, especially if I happened, some day, to 
fall in love. I began to see how far from 
real love my affair with Bert had been. 
Whenever I thought of him it was with 
disgust at his selfishness, his lack of con- 
sideration. He did not even take the 
trouble to ask how I was, although for 
all he knew I might have died. 

Mother was a good deal worried about 
me, and wanted me to see a specialist, but 
I laughed at her and told her all | needed 
was a good tonic, which was true. <A 
month after I got home I began to feel 
much better, and pretty soon I was all 
right again, physically. But mentally | 
was very different and I knew I should 
never feel as light-hearted and gay as | 
had before I met Bert. 

In May I was very much surprised 
one Sunday morning to get a telephone 
call from Donald. He said that after 
leaving Pittsburg he had been sent to 
Chicago to look over some work and had 
had only just returned to New York. He 
wanted to know if he might come out 
that afternoon and call. I told him he 


coul¢ 
see 
seen 
in-la 
think 
derir 
up. 
] int 
see 
Even 
self 
seem 
the ¢ 
cock 
took 
them 
what 
a ma 
out t 
was 
comp 
keep 
a bit 
that 
he te 


kK 
m 
just 
terril 


he ne 
I wo 
In 
in ac 
the n 
my f 
very 
the v 
lishet 
with 
it wi 
the f 
spoke 
and 
the 
felloy 
It 
ting 
the 
3ert, 
not ¢ 
that 
read 
them 
aroul 
ones, 
too y 
all d 
He 
Sund 
to m 
wond 
fool, 
great 
And 
Yo 
I dic 
but 
well- 
thing 
we 
It is 
same 


Whe 


Ad 
Cf > 
Vil 
394 Hours 
had 
FREE! 
§-Day-Trial was 
an and 
S 
| 


Sister, 
Was a 
could 
for 
| that 
knew 
other 


me 
it my 
shing 
linets 
rtant 
ever 
1-law 
teel 
men 


able 
was 
an | 
re | 
Stant 
the 
lim 
me, 
d to 
up. 
vhen 
Most 


had, 


ould 
| 


the 


told 
anc 
ited 
ing 
LOW 
gin 


could, that I should be mighty glad to 
see him, which was true. had only 
seen him that one night, when my brother- 
in-law brought him home, but I had been 
thinking about him ever since, and won- 
dering if he would remember me and call 
up. as he said he would. 

1 had told mother about him, and when 
] introduced him to the family I couid 
see at once that they liked him a lot. 
Even my brother Tom, who thinks him- 
self grown-up and a man of the world, 
seemed impressed, and took us over to 
the club for tea. Tom’s idea of tea was 
cocktails, of course, but while Donald 
took one, 1 could see he wasn’t wild about 
them. My brother-in-law had told me 
what a responsible position he held, for 
a man of only twenty-four, and I figured 
out that he didn’t drink much because he 
was trying to make a record with the 
company for careful work and had to 
keep his head about him. But he wasn’t 
a bit up-stage about it, just told Tom 
that synthetic gin upset his stomach if 
he took much of it. 


I KNOW he was surprised when he saw 
me. When I met him in Pittsburg I had 
just gotten out of the hospital and looked 
terribly pale and drawn. But my weeks 
of rest at home had brought back my 
color, and I had gained over ten pounds 
in weight, and looked better than I ever 
had before in my life. Less like a child, 
I guess, and more like a woman. 

At any rate, he spoke of it when we 
were alone that evening, and of course | 
was very much pleased. He said I was 
twice as pretty as he had thought I was, 
and he was coming out to see me when- 
ever he had a chance. He also wanted 
me to meet him in town some time and 
have dinner and go to the theater. He 
even promised to bring me home but I 
told him that wasn’t necessary, that all 
he need do was put me on the train and 
I would have someone meet me. 

In fact, I said, by making arrangements 
in advance, I could easily fix it to spend 
the night in town at the home of one of 
my friends. There were two girls I knew 
very well who lived in New York—one 
the wife of a man who works in a pub- 
lisher’s office, the other an art student, 
with a studio down on Eighth Street. So 
it was arranged that I was to come in 
the following Wednesday afternoon. He 
spoke to mother about it, before he left, 
and I think she was greatly pleased at 
the idea that some worth-while young 
fellow had taken an interest in me. 

It had worried her a lot to see me sit- 
ting at home so much, but so many of 
the young men in our town were like 
3ert, just looking for a good time and 
not caring who they hurt in getting it, 
that I preferred to stay at home and 
read a book, rather than go out with 
them. And they were younger men, too, 
around nineteen or twenty. The older 
ones, those of Donald’s age, thought me 
too young to bother with, I guess. 

| saw Donald continuously, after that, 
all during the late spring and summer. 
He would come out to the house every 
Sunday, and during the week I went in 
to meet him quite often, and we had some 
wonderful times. Of course, | am not a 
fool, and I knew that Donald liked me a 
great deal—was really in love with me. 
And I felt the same way toward him. 

You can’t exactly explain such things— 
I didn’t feel the way I had with Bert— 
but somehow Donald and I were just— 
well—happy together. We liked the same 
things, had the same ideas, felt as though 
we had known each other all our lives. 
It is a very comfortable, and at the 
same time a very wonderful feeling. 
Whenever we met, even if we had seen 
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I have the honor to present an entirely different kind 
of cosmetic » utterly unlike any cream, powder, 
pack or lotion you have ever known . ealled 
the most important beauty discovery of the age. 


It brings vivid, alluring beauty to the skin in a new 
way, by bringing whiteness and smoothness up from 
underneath the darkened, weather-toughened sur- 
face that has been continuously exposed to sun, wind 
and cold. Under this totally different treatment the 
skin grows ivory-white and it is the loveliness 
of your own natural white skin 


Naturally, during this new kind of bleaching process, 
all trace of freckles, tan, roughness, redness and black- 
heads fades out completely, leaving the skin smooth, 
clear and creamy-white 
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women are sending for th Paration—even 
American and English women “in ‘gina, India and 
Australia. 


have women had such a cosmetic. 
. in just three to six days . you can have 
the glory of a clear, milk-white skin. 


I guarantee these results. Test this lotion for six 
days. See what a striking improvement just three 

days make! Then, if you are not more than delighted, 
ask you to let me refund your money. 


in thousands of leading drug 
stores, but for your convenience you may order 
direct. Simply mail the coupon below, and when the 
package arrives, pay the postman only $1.50 for the 
regular large-size bottle Use this wonderful cos- 
metic six days ora week. Then, if you are not simply 
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Send no money unless you wish, or unless you expect 
to be out when the postman delivers the package 
Tear off the coupon now, and mail it today to (Mrs.) 
Gervaise Graham, 25 W. Illinois Street, Chicago. 
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each other the day before, it gave me a 
glow of happiness ail over. And don't 
think that we were solemn and sedate 
about it, either. 

Donald, in spite of the serious way he 
took his business, was just as gay as any 
other young fellow of his age, and I knew, 
irom a lot of things, that I appealed to 
him but he respected me, and even when he 
kissed me, which he did at times, I could 
tell that there was real love back of his 
kisses. 

In July, almost a year after my first 
trip to the beach with Bert, 1 gave a 
little party, on my seventeenth birthday. 
Donald brought me the loveliest present— 
a chain, with a carved medallion hanging 
from it, all made of real tortoise shell. 
He didn’t give it to me when he first 
came, but later in the evening, when we 
were sitting on the porch, and everybody 
had gone. Jt was a Saturday, and mother 
had asked Donald to spend the night, in- 
stead of going back to New York on a 
late train, so when the party was over 
Donald and I sat in the swing—the same 
swing in which Bert and I had sat that 
night a year before. 

Donald surprised me by saying that in 
a few days he would have to go to Chi- 
cago again, and might be there for all the 
rest of the summer. 

Then, before I could tell him how sur- 
prised I was, and how sorry, too, that 
we were to be separated, he leaned over 
and whispered how much he loved me, and 
would I marry him, when he came back 
in the fall. 

I honestly had not expected him to ask 
me this, and. I don’t think he meant to 
ask me, either—at least not then, because 
when a man makes up his mind to propose 
to a woman, in advance, he usually comes 
prepared, with a ring and everything. 

As for me, I had just been going on, 
week after week, knowing I was falling 
in love, yet not daring to admit it, even 
to myself. I was afraid to admit it. I 
just wanted my happiness to continue, 
and so I kept putting the future in the 
background, thinking I might live in my 
fool’s paradise forever. When Donald 
asked me to marry him I must have 
shown the terror I felt, for he drew 
back and seemed to feel hurt. 


HAT was I to say? Of course I 
loved him. And wanted to marry 
him, too. But the moment he spoke of mar- 
riage all the dreadful past came back to 
me, and I felt ready to die. If I told 
him all I knew he would go away and I 
should never see him again. Donald was 
old-fashioned, in a way. He had often 
said that he liked me because I was dif- 
ferent from most girls—didn’t drink and 
ly on the way so many of them did. 
So of course I knew that if I told him 
the truth he would have no further use 
for me. 
On the other hand, how could I deceive 
him? It had been bad enough, lying to 
mother and dad. And if I did deceive him, 
by saying nothing, wouldn’t he be certain, 
some day, to find out? Bert might say 
something, make some sneering remark. 
He was that kind. I felt sure I could trust 
my sister, and I guess nurses in hospitals 
are pretty careful, but somehow it terri- 
fied me to know that my life would be 


founded on a lie, that I should be like 4 
person living on the edge of a wolcnnie 
never certain but that some day I might 
wake up to find my whole world destroyed, 
swallowed up in mud and ashes. 

I had made up my mind, while lying jn 
the hospital at Pittsburg, that I would 
never marry. But I did not know then 
that inside of six months I would be in 
love. When Donald turned away from me 
with that hurt look in his eyes and said he 
thought I loved him, I knew that I did, 
that I would always love him. And the 
thought that he was going away, in a few 
days, and that, if I told him the truth [| 
might never see him again left me weak 
and faint. It would be no lie, I argued, 
to tell him that I cared. I could do that, 
even if I never married him. So I put 
my arms around his neck and kissed him. 


“you know I love you, Don,” I said, 
He was so happy it almost brought 
tears to my eyes to see it, when he heard 
that, and he took me in his arms and kissed 
me over and over very tenderly. He said he 
would bring out the ring, the next time he 
came, and we would tell mother and dad, 
before he went away to Chicago for the 
summer. 

The next day, which was Sunday, was 
one of the happiest in my life. I thought 
I would have one day of happiness, any- 
way, before I told him. I kept saying to 
myself that I would tell him, before he 
gave me the ring—before anything had 
been said to mother and dad. But Don 
was too happy, himself, to keep our secret. 
That night at supper, before he left for 
town, he announced everything, to the 
whole family—explaining about his having 
to go away, but that, if dad approved, he 
wanted us to be married around Christmas. 

Dad and mother were delighted, of 
course, as I knew they would be. Any 
girl’s parents would have been glad to see 
her marry a man like Don. I saw I was 
lost. My plan to meet Donald in town 
the next day, tell him the truth before we 
went to pick out the ring, was useless, 
now, for I would have to explain matters 
to mother and dad as well, and that was 
something I felt I could never do. I was 
willing to break my own heart by sending 
Donald away, but I was not willing to 
break mother’s. Still I felt like a criminal 
at the very time when I should have been 
happiest. And all the while fate was work- 
ing to put me in an even more terrible 
position—a position in which I either 
would have to tell Donald the truth, or out- 
tage one of the deepest emotions and in- 
stincts of which a woman is capable. 

From the time that Donald asked me 
to marry him, on Saturday night, to the 
following Monday afternoon, when I met 
him in town to go and pick out my en- 
gagement ring, my conscience never gave 
me a moment’s peace. No matter how I 
tried to forget, no matter how I said to 
myself that I had not been at fault, that 
I loved Donald with all my soul, that I 
would be a true wife to him and never let 
him find out about the past—no matter how 
hard I tried to smooth things over, my 
conscience would not keep still. Way back 
in my head a voice kept saying. “You are 
a bad woman. You have no right to de- 
ceive this man who loves you. Tell him 
the truth.” 


IFE was fast becoming a complicated business. 


At the very time when I 


should have been happiest I was miserable because I could not bring myself 

to tell Donald the truth. At last I was forced into a situation where I had to 

choose between telling him everything or violating one of the deepest’ emotions of 

which a woman is capable. Even now it is painful to recall those tragic moments 

but I have set myself the task of telling you my story and you shall have the truth 
in January SMart Set. 
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Seven Weeks in 
a Madhouse 


[Continued from page 70] 


journalist and as a published’s reader, but 
my income was uncertain and precarious. 
I had all I could do to live. 

The winter was unduly prolonged, and 
light and warmth were two _ insatiable 
monsters who devoured most of my re- 
sources. There were moments when I 
longed to have the responsibilities of life 
lifted from off my shoulders, to be taken 
care of, and—most of all, to be able to 
afford the luxury of a headache without 
trembling lest it should prevent my work- 
ing, or that it might even be the prelude 
to some more serious ailment, for I was 
now troubled with headaches, blinding, 
devastating headaches and I occasionally 
fainted. 

I was, besides, terrified of Life, terrified 
of its cruelty, its hardness. I felt unutter- 
ably alone, and I vainly tried to beat off 
the black wings of thought. Then, sud- 
denly the stress of life overcame me. 
Something snapped, and for days I lay un- 
conscious until the alarmed caretaker com- 
municated with my mother. 

Her “chance” had come at last, and she 
took complete possession of me and my 
home. My few friends were denied ad- 
mittance. I was wax in my mother’s 
hands, but, although my mind was clouded, 
I had moments best described as shutters 
which lifted awhile, and then descended, 
leaving me once more mentally confused. 

During one of these “breaks” I found 
myself at a specialist’s, whither my mother 
had taken me after a consultation with the 
late Dr. Ferrier. I remember as clearly 
as if it were yesterday, the window boxes 
gay with daffodils, and the rumble of 
traffic outside. did not understand that 
in an adjoining room a friend was urging 
my mother to take me to her home and let 
me die in peace. I was “practically dying 
of exhaustion” he told her. 

This proposition made no appeal what- 
ever to my mother, who flatly refused 
to consider it. 

“She could not possibly cope with in- 
sanity. Couldn’t the doctor see for him- 
self that I was as helpless as a baby? And 
why” she demanded, “why on all the earth 
was I insane?” There was therefore only 
one course open. As nobody consented to 
look after me, I must be certified as insane 
and removed to an Asylum. 

“But,” said my friend, “I will send your 
daughter to the only man in the world who 
may possibly save her.” So, while I sat 
awaiting deliverance, my fate was sealed. 
My mother quickly completed the neces- 
sary formalities, and under the promise 
that I was to be taken to see a friend, 
I was driven away—to oblivion. 


NCE more the mental shutters closed; 

again they lifted e were crossing a 
bridge. “Where—where are we going?” 
I cried desperately, and once again I vis- 
ualise my mother’s set face, its shocked, 
yet satisfied expression, her instinctive 
shrinking, yet sinister possessiveness. 

The cab stopped; lines of small white 
houses faced a road riddled with bus 
lines. I had no knowledge of it. 

Then reason penetrated my submerged 
intelligence and I read the words over the 
entrance where we stood awaiting ad- 
mission. 

“Why, when Douglas went mad, he was 
taken here,” I cried. “Oh Mamma, it’s 
a lunatic asylum!” 
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ROYA 


angular shaped, Lady's Wrist Watch; 17 jewel 
ruby and sa pores movement, lifetime guarantee. 


a month 


HG16— Newest design, 
Gent's 18K white gold 
hand-engraved, massive 

Ting, specially selected, 
genuine blue- white 
3.15 a month mon 

$6.08 a month 


DIAMOND. 
WATCH CO. 


Bold, rect- 


EST? S11SHED 1695 


ADDRESS DEPT.1702 170 BROADWAY N.Y. 
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VALUES NOT FOUND ELSEWHERE 
IN 
/ 
Handsome CMS Complete 
Knife with 
and Knife 
Chain included. and Chain, 
(2 54) 
: 
(_ ae 
black — / 
der; / 
white gold / 
mounting. All the vogue. $18.75. / 
$1.40 a month 
XUM 


Follow 
this Man! 


Secret Service Operator 
38 Is on the Job! 


OLLOW him through all the ex- 
F citement of his chase of the 

counterfeit gang. See how a 
crafty operator works. Telltale finger 
prints on the lamp stand in the mur- 
déred girl’s room! The detective’s 
cigarette case is handled by the un- 
suspecting gangster, and a great 
mystery is solved. Better than fiction, 
It’s true, every word of it. No obliga- 
tion. Just send the coupon. 


The Confidential Reports 
No. 38 Made to His Chief 


And the best part of it all is this. It 
may open your eyes to the great 
future for YOU as a highly paid 
Finger Print Expert. More men are 
needed right now. This school has 
taken men just like you and trained 
them for high official positions. This 
is the kind of work you would 
like. Days full of excitement. Big 
salaries. Rewards. 


Can You Meet 
This Test? 


Can you read and write? Are you ambitious? 
Would you give 30 minutes aday of yourspare 
time preparing yourself for this profession? 
Would vou like a life of excitement, thrillin 
adventures and high pay? Answer yes al 
I'll show vou how to attain all this. 


Sena the coupon and I'll send the Free Re- 

orts — also a wonderful illustrated book 
telling of the future awaiting you as a 
Finger Print Expert. 


T. G. COOKE, Pres. 
University of Applied Science 


1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 20-69 Chicago, Ii 


University of Applied Science 

1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 20-69 Chicago, Ill. 
Gentlemen:—Without any obligation whatever, send 
me your new, fully illustrated Free Book on Finger 
Prints and your offer of a FREE course in Secret 
Service ese and the Free Professi 
Finger Print Outfi 


Then I fainted, and I remember nothing 
more until I found myself in a suite of 
rocms in that part of the asylum reserved 
for the use of paying patients. With 
hideous irony, my well-to-do aunts had 
decided to spare no expense. The money 
which had been denied me, and which 
would have kept me happy, healthy, and 
sane, was spent lavishly in order to save 
the family credit, and silence any accusa- 
tions of neglect which might be laid to 
their charge. 

My “suite” was well furnished. My 
mad-house bedroom opened into a sitting 
room, and in both rooms, wide bay win- 
dows looked out on the busy thorough- 
fare. But the windows of my cage only 
opened a few inches and there were heavy 
bars. I lay on the narrow irou bed, merci- 
fully unconscious during most of the first 
terrible days. 

At regular intervals during the oppres- 
sive hours measured footsteps sounded in 
the echoing passages, keys clanked, doors 
were unlocked, and slammed to, and at 
last an obscure streak of light from a 
dark lantern revealed the night nurse, 
whose duty it was to dispense sleeping 
draughts, administer medicines, and make 
a general report. I think she pitied my 
distraught misery, accentuated by sheer 
bodily weakness and dawning conscious- 
ness of my piteous plight. I was ship- 
wrecked on an uncharted sea. 

My mother had allowed me to keep my 
rosary; it hung over the knob of my bed, 
and I| held it close to my heart; but | 
could frame no prayers, my soul throbbed 
with one supplication—childish and insis- 
tent—“Oh God, please take care of me.” 
The hours passed, and my days with the 
Living Dead totalled a week. Then, one 
blessed morning, I felt that a friend was 
sitting beside me; my hand was taken in 
a kindly grasp, I opened my eyes and my 
zaze was held captive. by other eyes, steel 
blue, penetrating, and all compelling. Thus 
I first made acquaintance with the doctor 
who saved my life and my reason, and I 
also gained the friend whose loyalty and 
kindness have never failed me from that 
day until now. My visitor was the Medi- 
cal Superintendent of the house. 


N THAT never-to-be-forgotten morn- 

ing he talked to me like a_ brother. 
He explained that I had been very ill, in 
fact I was hardly off the danger list. But 
I must try to help myself as much as pos- 
sible. “Your future lies entirely in your 
own hands,” said he. “Of course you 
must now be aware that you are not in a 
hospital.” 

I told him that I fully realised IT was 
in an asylum, but I couldn’t face staying 
there indefinitely. I wanted to begin work 
again, to go home. My pleadings only 
called forth one reply, “Patience, have 
confidence in yourself and trust in me.” 

Like most private asylums this one pos- 
sessed picturesque surroundings; the gar- 
dens featured park-like trees, dense atl 
beries, velvet lawns, and curious “alleys”, 
where (at this time) discolored statues 
peered through the dark foliage. One of 
these dingy gods was held in particular 
esteem by a poor girl who believed it to 
be her lover, and every morning she 
brought little garlands to adorn his ped- 
estal, unconsciously happier than most 
women, since her idol at least did not 
possess feet of clay. 

I never saw, except in this instance, the 
romantic side of insanity. To the man 
in the street, insanity is casually dismissed 
as sad, humorous, or repulsive; but to 
the experienced it is indescribably tragic 
to watch the transformation of a human 
being into a soulless mass of ageing flesh. 
It is only comic, when delusions happen 
to be humorous, and it is impossible to 
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describe the horror of insanity when un- 
speakable and obscene forces dominate the 
brain, and the “possessed” become lower 
than the beasts. 

I saw many patients who were victims 
of heredity, in particular, two nieces of a 
lawyer whose name is_ world-renowned. 
He had escaped the family scourge; they 
never would do so. . 

Thus I passed my time, a sane patient 
in an Asylum for the Insane. I was al- 
lowed to bathe once a week in a primitive 
wooden washing tub placed in a cold room 
in the basement, and | changed my ‘en 
under the merciless scrutiny of two 
nurses. 


OCCASIONALLY took my meals with 

the other patients and whenever [| 
did so one fact always impressed itself on 
me. This was the curious “odor” of in- 
sanity which pervaded the atmosphere, and 
clung to everything and everybody. There 
is no smell like it. 

We supped off bread, doubtful butter, 
and hard cheese, a curious meal to give 
gentlewomen who, in their reasoning days, 
had fared differently, and who were paying 
for their existence on a scale which ad- 
mitted the provision of nourishing and 
plentiful food. We were not allowed to 
use knives. Inevitable, I suppose, but it 
certainly served to emphasize our where- 
abouts. Occasionally the more intelligent 
patients complained of the diet, but as they 
had been certified insane, their complaints 
naturally fell on unbelieving ears. 

The average nurse mistook harshness 
for firmness, and was usually careless, 
thinking that “it didn’t matter when people 
were mad. They didn’t know” and in 
consequence believed that an occasional 
shaking wrought wonders with obstinate 
or childish patients. I remember a shak- 
ing I received during that first week which 
aroused fierce resentment within me, after- 
wards reducing me to abject terror conse- 
quent on my own helplessness, and in- 
creased my dread of my environment ten- 
fold. Yet, in justice to mental nurses it 
must be admitted that unless they are 
“keen” on their job, theirs is exceptionally 
trving work which requires infinite pa- 
tience, tact, and will-power, coupled with 
much sympathy and tolerance. But alas, 
as I became familiar with the routine of 
a private asylum, I was painfully aware 
that the generality of relations and’ friends 
of the patients looked upon insanity as a 
stigma, something to he ashamed of, never 
in the nature of an illness, and that when- 
ever any patient “received”, her visitors 
seemed unduly anxious to say greeting 
and farewell. 

I discussed this attitude of the sane 
towards the insane with the doctor, who 
was intolerant of it, and deplored the lack 
of ordinary intelligence which could not 
grasp the fact that the brain is just as 
liable to illness, as any other part of the 
bedy. “Why should it be immune?” he 
said. He advocated the institution of 
“Half Way Houses,” a happy medium 
between the home and the asylum, where 
recovery was possible in happier and less 
“alarming” surroundings, as “Visiting 
Days” in any asylum seem always more 
or less fearsome ordeals for the visitors! 

Two cases of “Banishment through In- 
sanity” came under my notice during my 
sojourn. One was that of a_ well-con- 
nected and charming young woman, the 
victim of a sudden brain storm which re- 
sulted in her removal to the asylum. She 
made a complete and rapid recovery, but 
her home was barred forever against her. 
Her people were too nervous to face any 
possible recurrence of the trouble. So she 
was given a handsome allowance, and ad- 
vised to make the best of her life in a 
quiet hotel. 
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We became friends, and after we left 
the asylum we: met and corresponded dur- 
ing her interminable wanderings. My 
poor friend told me how she longed for 
her lost home, and the mother and sisters 
who were now so “nervous” of her and 
she could not reconcile herself to the al- 
tered conditions of existence as a “men- 
tal pariah.” The “taint” of insanity 
weighed too deeply on her sensitive soul, 
and three years after our first meeting 
she drowned herself. She was tired out 
with “allus movin’ on”. 

Another interesting acquaintance was a 
handsome Spanish looking girl who de- 
clared that she was the object of family 
avarice which had culminated in a cer- 
tificate of insanity. She was an absolute 
fatalist, hopeless, and embittered; “they 
never mean me to inherit my uncle’s 
money,” she said. One day, she was sud- 
denly ‘removed to another asylum. She 
afterwards committed suicide on the rail- 
way whilst enjoying the privileges of 
“parole” which allow patients a certain 
amount of liberty outside the asylum. 

A month passed, and I had received no 
message from the outside world, which 
was not surprising, as I heard later that 
all letters that I wrote were sent on to 
my mother who suppressed them; she did 
not intend any news of me to transpire, 
and at last, apprehensive of her attitude 
towards me, I confided in the doctor. 

My fears unfortunately proved well 
grounded. It was no use disguising the 
fact that mamma’s detestation of me had 
reached its height and her fixed idea was 
to consign me to some kind of Bastille, 
(represented by a convent or an asylum,) 
from which I should never emerge. She 
regarded my illness as undeserved shame 
which indirectly reflected on her, and 
anathematized my father beyond hope of 
redemption. Believing and hoping that I 
should not recover she had accepted the 
sole responsibility for me, and had given 
up the tenancy of my flat, and sold my 
furniture (acquired at tremendous sacri- 
fice) in order to render me homeless and 
preclude me being independent, should her 
plans for a “lettre de cachet” miscarry. 

The doctor explained that as my mother 
had accepted all responsibility, and as I 
had no where to go when I left the asy- 
lum, she was the only person who had the 
legal right to take me away. She could of 
course, urge that she dared not risk the 
consequences of letting me fend for my- 
self, especially as my husband (who was 
on the point of leaving for Italy when I 
was taken to the asylum,) had disclaimed 
any practical interest in my fate in a 
laconic telegram expressing his regret, 
and advising the services of a priest if I 
were “in extremis.” I was thus completely 
at the mercy of Tiberius—but perhaps 
Tiberius would have been more human 
than this mother, who knew neither pity 
nor affection for the daughter for whose 
being she was responsible. 

“You are perfectly sane,” replied the 
doctor, when, horrified at mamma’s plans 
for the future, I asked him what would 
become of me, “and a way of ‘escape’ 
remains, never anticipated by her. A 
friend who knew what had happened has 
heen here several times; I’ve told her a 
little about your mother, and she proposes 
that you should go and stay with her 
when you leave here. She'll undertake to 
look after you. So, fortunately this will 
provide you with a home for the time 
being, but, let me warn you—your mother 


is coming tomorrow; don’t display the 
slightest animosity towards her; be as af- 
fectionate as possible, and give her no 
grounds for saying you are excitable or 
unbalanced. Then your friend’s offer 
coupled with my opinion, will not give 
your mother any pretext whatever for 
keeping you here.” 

I followed his advice, but I met my 
mother with mixed feelings. She gave me 
a frosty kiss, and then sat as far away 
from me as possible. Every line of her 
was condemnatory. 

“Well, Maude, you don’t express any 
regret for all the trouble you've caused,” 
were her first words. 

“T couldn’t help going mad,” I faltered, 
a silly answer, but I was at a loss what 
to say, and I listened in silence to a long 
dissertation of my failure in every walk 
of life. My constitutional delicacy as a 
child, my stubbornness, my independence, 
my unfortunate matrimonial experience, 
all were crimes in her eyes. But to my 
mother’s intense surprise, I indulged in no 
recriminations. I was as gentle as a dove. 

“Are you then utterly lost to all sense of 
decency that you still wish to mix with 
people, as if nothing had happened,” she 
said, and her face was a mask of hate. 


“T haven’t committed a crime,” I an- 


swered lamely, “what do you mean, 
mamma ?” 
“This. Don’t you realize that women 


like you ought to be shut up for ever. 
You would then give no further trouble, 
you would be virtually dead. Oh, why 
were you born? I have always disliked 
you. I never wanted a child. Now you 
know my candid opinion .. . It is terrible 
to know that you are in your right mind 
once more, but if you do not agree to 
disappear and enter a Convent, I shall 
not interest myself in your future. What 
are your plans? Have you any?” 

“Work,” I said firmly. 

Mamma rose from her chair; she 
wasted no more words. She felt that I 
was delivered out of her hands and she 
bade me good-bye more coldly than any 
stranger. 


FEW days afterwards, the doors of 
44 my cage opened, and I was free. I was 
hopeful and unafraid; the magic of spring 
was in my blood, but it required all, and 
more than the magic of spring to gild my 
future. My slender allowance still re- 
mained, but I had lost my home, and 
much of my literary work. However, the 
stubborn fighting spirit of my North 
Country ancestors came to my aid, and I 
boldly arrayed myself against life. 

I had spent seven weeks in a lunatic 
asylum, and my soul bore scars destined 
never to be effaced. I had passed through 
a hitherto wholly unimagined phase of 
Life, one which haunts me still, but one 
which has given me understanding and 
tenderness for those who wander in the 
tortuous mazes of mental twilight, or are 
lost forever in its darkness. I had seen 
the torch of reason extinguished by ex- 
cess, heredity, drink, or acute mania, and 
with me, as with many others, by sheer 
illness of the brain. 

As I stood in the sunlight, I remembered 
the doctor’s words to me on the previous 
evening. 

“You will never have another break- 
down,” said he, “and you will do finer 
work than you dream of. Always come 
to me if you feel ill, or find yourself in 
any kind of trouble. Good luck to you.” 


S Paris the city of dreams? Or is it the city of rude awakening? It looked 

wonderful and dazzling as a place to visit on my honeymoon. Was I only a 

moth guided to the flame? You can’t answer that until you read my story, She 
Had a Better Claim, in Smart Ser for January. 
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Men, just a short time ago the three fellows 
| above—Gill, DePries and Viles—were looking 
| at earning figures just as you are right now. 


Today they’ve got those earnings in their 
pockets—simply because they followed the 
money-making plan which I now offer to send 
you—FREE OF CHARGE! 

When I say you can average $90 a week on 
this job, I am deliberately conservative. You 
can see for yourself that with daily earnings as 
high as the above, it’s easy for a man to aver- 
age $90 a week and more. And why are these 
big daily earnings possible! Because as a 
Fyr-Fyter representative you often make 10, 
50 or 100 sales to one customer! 


NO COMPETITION 

Here’s the story in a nutshell. As a Fyr- 
Fyter fire prevention expert, you represent the 
most widely advertised, efficient and com- 
plete line of fire-fighting equipment in the 
world. You perform a vitally needed service 
to every property owner in America—a service 
instantly recognized and appreciated. You 
avoid the competition that ordinary salesmen 
meet. And you operate in a market that has 
barely been tapped—even though hundreds of 


Fyr-F yter men have rung up millions of 
dollars in sales, It’s a dignified profession with a hand- 
some salary and a wonderful future. Does your present 
job offer you that combination? 


MAIL THIS COUPON 

It will bring you a free book entitled “Build- 
ing A Permanent Income As A Fyr-Fyter 
Representative.” It tells you 
exactly why and how you can 
make $90 a week. You need 
no experience—we train you 
at home free of cost. Get the 
full details before you de- 
cide. Simply mail this 
coupon. 


The Fyr-FyterCo. 


1375 Fyr-Fyter Bldg. 
Dayton, Ohio 
This Free Book Shows How™™"""" 
THE FYR-FYTE R CO., 
1375 Fyr-Fyter Bldg., Day ton, Ohio 


Yes send me your free book without obligating me. 


Name. 
Address 


City State 


| 

WHO 

ce 


“Real Money in 


the Bank” 


“Think of it, Nell—$460! And to think 
that just a few months ago we couldn’t save 
a cent. 

“Remember the night we talked it over 
and you persuaded me to send in that I. C. S, 
coupon? It was the best investment we 
ever made. 

“The boss says if I keep on showing the 
same interest in my work there will be a 
still better position open for me soon. It 
certainly does pay to study in spare time.” 


Thousands of men now know the joy of happy 
prosperous homes because they let the International 
Gorrespondence Schools prepare them in spare time 
for bigger work. 

One hour after supper each night, spent with the 
I. C. S. in the quiet of your home, will prepare you 
for the position you want in the work you like best. 

This is all we ask: Without cost or obligation, put 
it up to us to prove how we can help you. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet 
INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6261-G, Scranton, Penna. 

Oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world 

Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked ap X: 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Business Management (Salesmanship 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 
) Traffic Management 
Business Law 
Banking and Banking Law CiBusiness English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A,)L) Civil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting Beas Mail Clerk 


Industrial Management Fibetter Lett 
}Show Card Lettering 


Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 


Spanish O French Illustrating 
TECHNICAL AND 

Electrical Engineering Arch 

Electric Lighting | Arc Blueprints 

Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 

Mechanical Draftsman }Architectural Draftsman 


}Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry (© Pharmacy 
Automobile — 
Airplane Engines 

Agriculture and Poultry 
Mathematics 


Machine Shop Practice 
Railroad Positions 
Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and Mapping 
Metallurgy Mining 
JSteam Engineering () Radio 


Street 


City... 


Occupation 


If you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the Interna- 


()Stenography and Typing | 


tiongl Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal | 


Earn $3000 to $10, 000 a year. Prepare quickly dur- 
ing spare time. Also earn while you learn. New easy 
method. Nothing like it. Send atonce for free 
book, in Modern and 
ful TERNATTONAL 

Dept. 2069 Michigan Ave.” U.S.A. 


MUSIC LESSONS FREE 


You can music like this 
| oe YOUR HOME. Write today for our FREE booklet, 

lis bow to learn to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, 
Guitar, Banjo, etc. Beginners or advanced players. | Your Your 
only expense about 2c per day for music an 


AMERICAN SCHOOL of MUSIC,43 Lakeside Bide. CHICAGO 


| and made 


Why Married Folks Seek 
Adventure in Love 


[Continued from page 23] 


cause other men—no better than he are 
doing all these exciting things while he is 
tied to a wife's apron strings. 
The second reason is a desire 
venture. 
I know a romantic-minded husband, 


for ad- 


chubby-faced chap with a wife and le 
children in the suburbs. I see him fre- 
quently at the theater with beautiful 


women, and I know he has a habit of 
leaving his office early to keep dates with 
girls. To him I put the question bluntly: 
“Why ?” 

“The element of danger makes it inter- 
esting,” he replied with a shameless grin. 
“That’s what gives zest to forbidden fruit.” 


ANY others I suspect are influenced 

by this motive, for all men are adven- 
turers at heart. They inherit their desires 
from countless generations of hardy male 
ancestors who through the centuries have 
had to fare forth in the face of all sorts 
of perils if they were to exist. The hunt, 
the chase, the struggle with danger, and 
the desire for it is the common heritage 
of every male. Look how eagerly and 
blithely our young men rushed into the 
war. It is the same zest for adventure 
that they showed then that makes of every 
husband a potential Lothario. 

I know one staid business man, appar- 
ently a happy husband, the father of a 
family, a church trustee, a director in 
several companies, who often at his lunch- 
eon hour wanders along the docks looking 
longingly at the ships that sail the seven 
seas. Once I found him there gazing with 
a far-away look at a grimy old hooker. 

“Sometimes,” he confessed to me, “I 
am seized with an almost irresitible desire 
to chuck everything, to slip onto one of 
these boats and disappear. All my life 
I have been grinding away at a desk. I 
want to get away from civilization, to 
wear rough clothes, to see the far-off 
places and have adventures.” 

I doubt if there is any man whose life 
has been spent at a desk who at times 
does not have the same sort of impulses. 
Civilization is artificial, Every man in 
his heart is still a savage. The restraints 
that society and business have put upon 
him, at times irk him terribly. He craves 
adventure, and the easiest way (almost 
the only way) that ever opens up for the 
average husband is in the pursuit of a 
romance. In most cases the woman in- 
volved doesn’t matter. The woman he 
really cares for is the woman he married. 
The other woman to him is merely the 
adventure that his whole being craves for. 

The third reason is a sense of neglect. 

All men at heart are really just little 
boys. They like to be coddled and petted 
a lot of. They are just as avid 
for flattery as women are, and possibly 
more so. Most husbands, when they are 
first married, get plenty of petting, and 
plenty of flattery and are happy and then 
the children come. 

Every man, however strong his sense of 
fatherhood, with the arrival of his first- 
born, experiences a feeling of neglect that 
seldom is wholly obliterated by his pride 
in being a parent. Up to that time he has 
been made to feel that he was the whole 
thing in his wife’s life, and suddenly he 
finds himself supplanted. No longer is 
the dominant thought of the household 
for his comfort, his likes, his whims. 
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Home no longer revolves gy him. 
His throne is gone, and presently he be- 
gins to realize that it is gone forever. 
Naturally he is proud of his children, 
and boasts about them. All fathers do. 
But, after the children come, he misses the 


little attentions from his wife that once 
were his exclusively. The woman does 
not live who can mother her children 
properly and at the same timg mother her 


husband as much as he would like. As 
his children grow up, a man finds his 
piight becoming worse and worse. [ach 
day his place in the home becomes a litile 


When 


more insignificant. he wants the 
living room for a poker game, he finds 
that a young folks’ party has been 


planned. Just when he has decided that 
he needs a new golf outfit, there comes a 
demand for new gowns for Caroline. 
Presently he begins to nurse a feeling 
of resentment against the way he is being 
neglected. He may combat the feeling, 
but deep in his heart he is conscious of it. 
Then one day there comes into his life a 
sweet young thing with a cuddly manner, 
who looks up into his eyes and tells him 
how wonderful he is, and he enjoys it. 
The fourth reason is the thirst for ro- 


mance. 
Women have always been described as 
much more romantic than men, but the 


credit is entirely undeserved. They have 
acquired their reputation entirely by skill- 
ful advertising. In girlhood, romance is 
part of their capital. Men on the other 
hand, learn to conceal their romantic ten- 
dencies. A mooning boy becomes the 
family joke, and learns from bitter experi- 
ence to mask his sentimental nature. 


Mest girls, once married, drop their 


masks and quit being romantic, 
quickly revealing their practical nature. 
Husbands, on the other hand, continue to 


be incurably, but secretly, romantic. 

A man marries a slim sweet thing, and 
in a year’s time finds he has a fat wife 
on his hands. He adores his fiancee's 
wavy hair, and before the wedding trip is 
over begins to realize how much it costs 
to keep it that way. He loves the ath- 
letic red of her cheeks, until he discovers 


from what drug store it comes. In his 
courting days, no matter when he saw 
her, she was always neat and chic, but 


after being married when he sees her at 
breakfast in a dressing gown with her 


hair stringing about her face, well, if 
romance doesn’t die, it at least has a bad 
chill. Failing to find romance in_ his 


home, he goes abroad in search of it. 
The fifth is a search for the ideal. 
Perhaps science some day will discover 
what it is that attracts individuals of 
different sexes to each other. At present 
most of us know little about it. We may 
have observed that tall husbands generally 
marry short wives and thin men fat 
wives. Probably experience has convinced 
us that blondes are frequently attracted 
by their opposites and vice versa, but man, 
even though he may have created in his 
mind a picture of his ideal mate, has 
available no scientific tests by which he 
can check up on the woman he marries. 
Men when they become husbands are 
under the impression that they have found 
their ideal. They get married, and dis- 
cover that they were mistaken. Some- 
times the fault is the husband's in making 
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a careless selection, but in other instances 
you can hardly blame him for not seeing 
through the camouflage by which he was 
captured, for women are naturally good 
actresses. When a girl makes up her 
mind to capture a man’s affection, she 
pretends to be what she thinks he would 
like her to be. 

“Before we were married,” one young 
husband complained to me, “you would 
have thought my wife was Glenna Collett ; 
she talked golf all the time, and had me 
buffaloed with believing she was crazy 
about the game. She hasn’t had a club 
in her hand since our wedding day and 
she tells me now she loathes golf.” 

“My wife and I,” another husband told 
me, “when we were engaged used to spend 
a lot of time talking about my business 
affairs. I thought she had a good head 
for business and would be a great help 
to me in my career. After I married, | 
soon discovered, that it was all put on. 
All she cares about my business, or any 
business, is spending the money that comes 
from it.” 

So frequently, husbands not finding in 
marriage what they had anticipated, con- 
tinue their search for their ideal. It 
often happens that men who have married 
in the twenties, and have been faithful 
husbands for a score of years, as they 
reach the forties and realize that life for 
them is probably more than half over, 
begin to wonder if they have not been 
in some way defrauded. Maybe their 
ideal of a wife really exists somewhere. 
Hitherto they have been busy earning a 
living, laying by something for the future. 
As they reach that period when they have 
money to spend, and can take time from 
business, the idea comes to them to begin 
a search for their ideal, before it is too 
late. So you see these prosperous men in 
the forties—looking, looking, looking for 
their ideal. 

The motives of women in, seeking love 
adventures after marriage are not so 
easily understandable. Women are more 
secretive in their romances, and the per- 
centage of adventuring wives from whose 
conduct observations can be made is much 
smaller, for a woman given a square deal 
in the matrimonial game, or at least what 
she chooses to consider a square deal, is 
much less likely to seek further romances 
than is a husband under similar circum- 
stances. 


HIS is stated as a fact and not as a 
compliment, for I am not at all sure 
that women deserve any particular credit 
for it. They are much differently consti- 
tuted from men. Moreover, the pursuit of 
amatory adventures after marriage re- 


quires no small degree of courage and in| 


the human species, as in all others, bold- 
ness is a natural characteristic of the male 
and timidity of the female. 

There is still another major reason, the 
lack of opportunity. In all civilized so- 
ciety women’s lives are still much _ re- 
stricted by custom. Even the invasion of 
the business world by femininity has not 
yet given women the same freedom of 
action that men possess. The average 
American wife, whether she stays in the 
home or whether she is employed has far 
less independence of action and much less 
chance to escape observation than has her 
husband. 

The good opinion of the community is 
also a much more effective force in influ- 
encing the conduct of wives than of hus- 
bands. Even in the smallest hamlet, where 
everyone knows every one else’s affairs, a 
husband may have his romances and, un- 
less he is too open about it, retain his 
good standing in the community. In the 
larger cities, where no one knows any- 
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| getting tired of saying pretty things. 


| thing about his neighbors, a husband may 

do about as he pleases. A wife’s rela- 
tions with other men, innocent though 
they may be, whether in village or city, 
are always a subject of comment. 

Religion, too, plays a much more vital 
part as a restraining influence in the lives 
of wives. Furthermore a wife who has 
children | is held in line by her love for 
|them. Few mothers will toy with love 
|adventuring at the risk of losing their 
| children’s respect. On husbands the effect 
of children in the home appears to be just 
the opposite. 
| It is, of course, a presumptuous thing 
for any man to undertake to analyze the 
motives underlying woman's conduct, yet 
|a newspaper man like myself with years 
of experience has many opportunities for 
observation. From talks with divorce 
litigants, from an acquaintance that in- 
| cludes lawyers, doctors, priests and police- 
|men, he gets intimate contacts with life. 
So that the conclusions here advanced 
have at least a background broad enough 
to give them some semblance of authority 
in explaining why married women, some 
'of them at least, seek further adventures. 
| And the first reason is their vanity. 

No matter how worn and aged and 
wrinkled a woman may become she still 
secretly believes that she is attractive in 
appearance or at least has some points of 
good looks. Not long since an old lady 
of eighty whom I knew became engaged 
to marry a sprightly beau of seventy-two. 
Would you believe that she postponed 
her wedding day twice, until she got some 
new false hair and new false teeth? 


HEN women are young, when their 
| freshness of youth is still theirs, 
| their vanity is apt to be even greater. At 
first a wife’s vanity is satisfied by the 
bridegroom’s frequent compliments, but 
husbands have an unfortunate way of 
Most 
men marry at a period when a business 
career is opening up before them. While 
they may be just as much in love as the 
| day they were married, they begin coming 
home in the evenings with their heads filled 
with plans for tomorrow’s _ business. 
Sometimes, exhausted by the day’s rou- 
tine, their minds are on troubles of their 
own. They forget to tell expectant brides 
the pretty things they are waiting to 
hear. 

A young architect whose marriage had 
been wrecked by the usual triangular af- 
fair with a friend of the family, explained 
it to me thus: 

“Elsie, you know, thought herself beau- 
tiful. She was not content merely to have 
me agree with her. She wanted me to be 
telling her all the time how very beautiful 
she was. Now when a chap has his head 
full of plans for the wonderful building 
that is going to bring him fame and for- 
tune he forgets sometimes. I was working 
hard, trying to get ahead, bringing home 
drawings from the office to mull over, and 
I just couldn’t be kissing Elsie’s feet all 
the time and telling her how wonderful 
she was. So she found another man who 
would, some one who flattered her con- 
stantly, and that was all there was to it.” 

Beautiful women generally are de- 
manding. The husband of one of them 
frequently finds it hard to give business 
the attention it needs and his wife the 
attention she craves and expects. It is 
remarkable how many men who succeed 
in business have had unhappy marriages. 
|The big business organizations of today 
| require the utmost of young men who 
| forge ahead, and the higher up they go, 
the more completely is their time ab- 
sorbed. Many a wife, as her husband 
climbs upward to success, finds herself left 
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more and more to her own resources. If 
she is pretty and vain, and especially jf 
she is childless, she often begins to amuse 
herself by letting other men feed the 
flames of her vanity. 

All over the land, especially in th: hig 
cities to which the successful migrate, yoy 
will find these vain wives putting strike- 
breakers in their husbands’ places to feed 
them the compliments their systems crave. 
You will see them with their men friends. 
tea-men, tame-cats, lounge lizards, danc- 
ing partners, bachelor beaux, call them 
what you will, thronging the iashion- 
able restaurants at luncheon-time, danc- 
ing in the hotels at tea time, and if their 
husbands happen to be busy or out of 
town, in the promiscuous crowd at the 
night clubs, victims of their vanity. 

The second reason is a desire for 
luxury. 


woman is so organized mentally 
that she instinctively regards every 
other woman as a potential rival. For 
thousands and thousands of years a wo- 
man’s ability to obtain the luxuries of life 
has depended mostly on her finding favor 
in some man’s sight. In all ages the women 
most adorned have seemed to be the most 
successful in attracting the attention of 
men. So a desire for pretty clothes, for 
soft furs, for jewels, for silk garments, 
for paint and powder and perfume, has 
become instinctive with women. No man 
can comprehend what clothes mean to a 
woman. 

Most women marry with the expecta- 
tion of achieving the means to acquire the 
pretty things their hearts crave for, but 
presently some of them discover that the 
men they married are not and never will 
be monet-makers. When a woman ticd 
toa plodder whose utmost earnings give 
her barely the necessities of life, sces 
other women of her acquaintance riding 
in automobiles, and buying new hats and 
gowns, she grows unhappy, and it becomes 
her problem to find out how she, too, can 
acquire luxuries. Many women have 
solved the problem by deserting their 
homes and becoming wage-earners, not 
infrequently acquiring with their economic 
independence the opinion that they are 
entitled to freedom in other matters as 
well. But there are other wives with a 
distaste or unfittedness for wage-earning, 
who feel that their attractiveness entitles 
them to a greater share of the luxuries of 
life than they are obtaining. When they 
discover that their husbands will not or 
cannot provide them with pretty clothes 
and theater tickets, they set out deliber- 
ately to find some man who will. 

The third reason is a desire to get 
square. 

Personally I never have been able to 
decide whether women are more inclined 
to be revengeful than men, but I do know 
this, that the sexes have entirely different 
methods of getting square. A husband 
disapproving of something at home is 
very likely to express his feelings by 
staying away. In pre-Prohibition days he 
frequently resorted to getting drunk, and 
sometimes he does so still. Or else he 
“blows up” about it and that is the end 
A woman, feeling herself aggrieved, 
either nags indefinitely or takes her ven- 
geance in secret. 

Many wives find marriage disappointing. 
In fact it would not surprise me if this 
was true to some extent with all. The) 
marry lovers and find themselves hooked 
up with husbands, who even before the 
honeymoon is over reveal their cloven 
hoof or at least their clay feet. Instead 
of two hearts with but a single thouglit 
most brides quickly discover that hus- 
bands have other absorbing interests be- 
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sides them and home. Every man has his 
work, his men friends, his sports and his 
pastimes, things in which a wife seldom 
if ever acquires more than a courtesy 
share. Many wives, fortunately, adjust 
themselves to this situation and learn to 
entertain themselves in legitimate ways, 
but there are others who persist in feeling 
neglected and grow resentful. When a 
wife feels neglected there generally is 
trouble ahead. 

This feeling of being neglected, whether 
real or imaginary, inspires wives to all 
sorts of follies. It is especially likely to 
develop where a girl marries a man much 
older than herself. When a young wife 
wants to be dining out, going to dances 
and the theater and her middle-aged hus- 
band prefers a book and slippers by his 
own fireside, discord follows. 

Wives who are neglected, or feel that 
they are, frequently turn to other men 
demanding of them the pleasures of which 
they feel they are being denied. And 
there is a certain type of wife, who takes 
a malicious satisfaction in the idea that 
she is getting square with her husband. 
li she knows or suspects that her husband 
is interested in another woman, her satis- 
faction is doubled. 

The fourth reason is curiosity. 

It is a notable fact that when a wife is 
taken out of her usual surroundings there 
is frequently. a marked change in her 
attitude toward life and in her conduct 
in general. In the home the opinion of 
her neighbors and the fear of losing their 
respect are as effectual as a high-walled 
harem in controlling her actions. But put 
her on a ship at sea, or in a summer hotel 
without her husband, with none of her 
neighbors about, and she acts much dif- 
ferently. 

Not long since a United States Sen- 
ator’s daughter, who since she left college 
has been devoting herself to sociological 
work, told me she had been conducting an 
investigation for a steamship company. 


wae have been having so much 
trouble with the lax conduct of wo- 
men passengers on their ships,” she ex- 
plains, “that they invited me to make an 
inquiry into the matter. It really is amaz- 
ing the difference there is between the 
conduct of women in their homes and wo- 
men at sea. I suppose there is something 
disturbing to the emotions about travel.” 

I am inclined to disagree with her that 
these variations in the conduct of wives 
are due to emotional disturbances. It 
probably is merely their first good oppor- 
tunity to satisfy their curiosity. 

Men when they marry generally know 
everything that life has to offer but 
women seldom do. They lead restricted 
lives in girlhood and after they are mar- 
ried custom limits their intimate associa- 
tion to one man, their husband. It is 
only human and teminine to wonder what 
kind of lovers other men would make. 
Most of these wives know that they have 
not been the only women in their hus- 
band’s lives, for husbands have a foolish 
habit, before marriage, of confessing their 
affairs, and after marriage of boasting a 
bit about them. What is fair for one, is 
fair for another is the feminine way of 
looking at it. 

And the fifth reason is that sometimes 
they can’t help it. 


Right here let me forestall feminine 
wrath, by hastening to explain that I have 
no intention of intimating that women are 
weak. 

Women are strong. They have vastly 
more will power, more endurance, more 
courage than men. If men had to bear 
children the human race would have 
perished long ago. 

In countless other ways, too, women 
manifest their courage. Witness the 
brave examples everywhere of widows 
battling with poverty to keep a brood of 
helpless little ones together. Would men 
do that? What happens when a wife's | 
death leaves a husband with two or three | 
little children on his hands? Does he try | 
to care for them and keep them with him? | 
Not he. In most cases he turns them) 
over to relatives, or if he is in humble | 
circumstances, to some institution. Fam- 
ily pride may make him provide for them | 
but generally from his actions he seems | 
to care little what happens. To the male | 
the all-important thing in life is his own | 
comfort, and presently you will find him 
making another home for himself with | 


another wife. 


[t TAKES far more courage for a wife 
to go adventuring than for a husband, 
but each woman that lives is a complex- 
ity, an assemblage of nerves, of instincts, | 
of emotions, of feelings beyond her con- | 
trol or understanding, a perpetual puzzle 
to herself. She pictures her ideal of aj 
husband and marries some one entirely | 
different. She is governed, not by her | 
head, but by her heart. 

A man is a much simpler piece of ma- | 
chinery, a more primitive creation. He | 
goes through life on a much lower plane, | 
spending his time and effort trying to! 
satisfy his cravings, the various hungers 
that possess him, for food, for money, 
for excitement, for a home, for feminine 
companionship. So long as he gets what 
he wants for himself he cares little about 
what happens to others. In the last analy- 
sis he is a pretty selfish sort of a creature. 

Women are differently constituted. 
They. have sympathy, pity, thought for | 
others. The very qualities with which 
Nature has equipped them to make them 
admirable as mothers and incomparable | 
as wives, sometimes betray them into ad- | 
venture with other men. 

“What,” a worried wife once asked me, 
“can be done with an adventuring hus- | 
band?” Discovering one of her husband’s 
romances, she had succeeded in breaking 
it up, and for the sake of the children had | 
forgiven him. 

“But,” she complained, “all my women 
friends despise me for taking him back.” | 

“Why should you care about that?” I 
said to her. “All husbands are alike. 
You've got it all over the other women. 
Now you know about yours and they have 
still to find out.” 

Husbands, romantically inclined, I am 
afraid, are hopeless propositions, but for- 
tunately for American civilization’s ideal 
of monogamy a wife kindly treated and 
occasionally complimented, a wife who 
gets a fair share of her husband’s earn- 
ings, a wife who cheerfully carries out | 
the job that nature planned for her and | 
has a family of youngsters, seldom, far | 
more seldom than in the case of husbands, 
sets forth in search of new romances. 


AN a mother’s love be too inclusive, too possessive? I had never thought of 
this until a girl showed me what my mother was doing to me. It takes a 
girl to bring a man to his senses. That's really the story of How I Cut Loose 
From My Mother’s Apron Strings. But there’s more to it than that—there 
was a distinct surprise for me and there'll be a surprise for you, too, when you read 
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75¢, U. S. and Canada. Black or brown. 

WINXETTE, to outline the brows after powdering, comes 
in cake form with a one row brush and mirror, soc. Black 
or brown. 


Mail 12¢ at once for a generous sample of Winx 


ROSS CO., 249-L West r7th St., N.Y 


WINX 


Waterercet 


Shampoo 
hair this new way 


Keeps light hair from darkening— 
Brightens faded Blonde hair 


No. every blonde can have charming 
attractive hair. This is through anew 
method of shampooing—which not only 
prevents blonde hair from darkening, but 
which actually brings back the true golden 
beauty even to the most faded and lustre- 
less blonde hair. This new method, called 
Blondex, makes hair wonderfully fluffy, 
silky, lustrous. Highly beneficial to both 
hair and scalp. It is not a dye. Contains 
no injurious c emicals. Over one half mil- 
lion users. Money instantly refunded if 
not delighted. Get Blondex today at all 
good drug and department stores. 


BLONDEX 


laughed 
The Blonde Hair Shampoo | Thank God!” I said softly. 


es— eyes hauntingly 
how instantly they lure when fringed by 
mysterious, half-concealing lashes! What thrilling love 
messages are released with every bewitching glance! 


Men Who Have Kissed Me 


[Continued from page 60] 


“Yes. I understand what you mean.’ 

My experienced eyes took in all the 
wrong things in his attire, his hair, his 
jewelry. I nodded thoughtfully. 

“Did you find out my name ?” 
“I never tried.” 
He seemed relieved. 

“I s'spose you want to know who I 
am?” he went on rather consciously. 

“Not in the least, but | should like you 
to send me home in your car, It’s getting 
fairly late.” 

He got up and looked at me narrowly. 
I was used to being looked at. I gazed 
over his head at an engraving on the 
wall, the cigaret burning away between 
my fingers. 

“I like that, Miss,” he burst out. “I’m 
from Vermont. I want to make a hit in 
New York. I’ve got the cash and this 
flat and the car, but I can’t get any fur- 
ther. You know the ropes; will you help 
me? I'll make it worth your while.” 

“In New York,” | said, again carefully, 
“the people you want to meet, and can't, 
don’t say to a girl ‘I'll make it worth 
your while. They may take her out to 
dinner, or give her a bracelet, or even pay 
a few of her bills, but they don’t talk 
about it. They let it seem the natural 
thing for them to do. They even imply 
it’s a privilege.” 

His cheeks flushed, for he was barely 
| ewenty- four, but his jaw set. 

“I'm here to learn,” he said grimly. 
“Go on.” 

I drew delicately at the cigaret. 
| “They don’t go to your tailor. They 
don’t wear fairly heavy gold watch-chains, 
either, or opera hats. There are about 
two places in New York where you can 
| really get your hair cut. I think you buy 
your shirts ready made, don’t you? And 
if you had your dress shoes built for you, 


|they wouldn’t hurt your feet.” 


I smiled into his eyes. 


“Shall I go on?” 


bald Dawson. 


“No, but you and I can do business 
together; that is, I shall be happy,”—he 
minced his words—“I shall be happy to 
have the pleasure of taking you to dinner 
and the privilege of paying a bill or two 
if you'll (what do they call it?) intro- 
duce me into good society. Is it a bar- 
gain?” 

I threw away the cigaret end. 


OU may motor me back to where I 
live and take me to lunch at the 
Claremont to-morrow at one. We shall 
meet there. Book a table or you won't get 
one. If they’re booked up already, give the 
head-waiter some money, tactfully, and 
say you must have one. That's all at 
present, Mr. 
“Mr. Archibald Dawson, of Vermont.” 
“And my name is April Rogers.” 
“Very well, Miss Rogers,” said Archi- 
He rang. 
“Tell Richards to bring round the car.’ 
“Richards is waiting, sir.” 
Mr. Dawson picked up the battered 
opera hat and flung it across the room. 
Then, bareheaded, he accompanied me to 


the waiting limousine. We travelled in 
| silence through quiet streets to Netta’s 
'flat. Just before the car drew up he 


turned to me in despair. 
“If I don’t wear an opera hat, 
for heaven’s sake, can I wear?” 
“A derby. Good-night!” I murmured. 
With a flutter of slim legs I had gone. 
As I crept up to the flat on the top floor I 


what, 


may 
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stay at the Summerhouse after all. | 
may get a song and a few lines. And 
Archibald will be what I make of him for 
a long time, oh, quite a long time.” 

On a sun-kissed morning a few weeks 
later, Mr. Archibald Dawson awaited in 
my sitting-room the coming of his lunch- 
eon guest. Eventually I entered from my 
bedroom groomed from head to foot with 
the faintly exaggerated care of the chorus 
girl. The little hat accentuated my slight- 
ness; the jingling tangle of cigaret case, 
a match-box, vanity-box, purse and what- 
not dangled from my hand. I buttoned 
new gloves with thoughtful precision ; my 
gown came from a Fifth Avenue shop as 
did my shoes and stockings. Archibald 
Dawson knew, because he had paid for 
them. 


E ROSE quickly to meet me. I ran 

a wise glance over his exterior and 
nodded imperceptibly. 

“Have I got it at last then?” he queried, 

smiling yet faintly anxious. “Could you 

tell me from the next rich man you ran 


“Hardly. Not from your clothes any- 
way. Of course these people have a man- 
Never mind, Archie, you'll do very 


Take me somewhere jolly, there's 
a dear.” 

“We're going through the whole bag of 
tricks to-day—lunch, tea-dance, and sup- 
per after the show,” he announced, car- 
rying an irreproachable cane to his left 
arm-pit almost like a soldier. 

“But I don’t know that I want to.” 

What I[ had christened the “Vermont 
leok” darkened his clean-shaved face. 

“My dear, we'll do as I like for once. 
Think a minute. You've got a scene with 
a song and dance in the show now be- 
cause [ paid for it to be put on. I pay 
for your clothes and your hats and your 
taxis and your meals at flash restaurants. 
I’d like a little amusement in return for 


the outlay, if you don’t mind, and it 
amuses me to-day to go through the 
whole bag of tricks.” 

“Very well,” I assented. His manner 


took me back swiftly to the days of my 
childhood wherein the almighty male al- 
ways bullied the female and had his way. 
Life runs in cycles. 

“The tea-dance,” he went on with satis- 
faction as we descended the stairs, “is at 
Mrs. Cecil Johnston's place. You remem- 
ber I helped her over the Fund for Ex- 
Service Men. She’s got a big house in 
Washington Square.” 

“I hope it’s a decent floor.” 

We climbed into the car, matching the 
season with its grey cord upholstery and 
massed violets in the flower vase. It 
brought us noiselessly to a restaurant 
where the foreign omnipotence waved 
beatifying hands over me and forced him- 
self to be polite to Archibald, a type of 
young man he disliked to encourage. 

I nestled into my chair and gazed round 
with a little, greedy sigh at a symphony 
of the perfect life. I loved the well-bred, 
well-dressed people, and their clear-cut 
voices. Archibald fell sadly short of the 
standard in personality; clothes are not 
everything. Still, as he said, he paid. I 
gave a little shrug, smiled gaily at Hilary 
Clegg, lunching opposite and began the 
pretty girl's game of earning her lunch. 

“Talk to me, Archie. I’m so happy. I 
love it all so.” 

“You're rather a dear kid, April, only 
you always want your own way. We get 
on pretty well together, but I hate that 
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A Sweet Stomach! 


What a pity when youth and vitality are set 
at naught by a disordered stomach, and bad 


breath! Don’t have them at any age! Hearty 
eaters—hard smokers—high livers—find 
Stuart’s a boon and blessing! 

Eat what you wish. Drink what you like. 
Then chew a Stuart tablet. That gives the 
stomach sufficient alkaline; the result is a sweet 
stomach, serene digestion, no pains, no gas. 

Full Box FREE! 

Every druggist has Stuart’s tablets, 25c and 
60c. Or, a full box free if you write the F. A. 
Stuart Company, Dept.373 Marshall, Mich. Get 
a metal box of Stuart’s for the pocket—and 
keepit filled! A sweet stomach for twenty-five cents. 
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DYSPEPSIA TABLETS 
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FOR A SONG 


We Compose Music 


Our Composer Wrote Many Song Hits 
MONARCH MUSIC COMPANY 
1472 Broadway, Dept. 139 New York 


Liquid Silmerine 
Makes Hair Beautiful 


Eliminates dandruff, dirt, oiliness. Invigorates 
scalp, helps circulation. This means _ strong, 
glossy. Keeps hair wavy 
Keeps straight hair smooth, sleek, neat, 
Men, women, children use 


Parker-Belmont Co., Chicago, Ill. 


Mystic Dream 
Bookt®!!s what all sorts 

of dreams mean. 
Interpret dreams for your 
friends. Tell them when they will 


healthy hair; soft, silky, 
for days. 
orderly; never unruly. 
it. Any drug store. 


“lucky and unlucky” days. 
amusement in this 200-page book than 
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value. Send only 40 cents, coin or 
stamps, that’s all. Satisfaction 
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$1.00 a week 


week for other- 
wise return it and your 


EM [PIRE JEWELRY Co., 
Dept. 121-A 95 Nassau Street 


New York 


girl-pal of yours. Wouldn’t you like a 
little flat of your own? There's a de- 
lightful little place to let near mine. What 
do you say? 

He finished his cocktail and looked at 
me steadily. His eyes were small, and 
held a calculating, covetous expression. 
I could never get away from the business 
instinct in him. He had made a business 
of life and he would make a business of 
me. He had laid out his capital and now 
he waited for the interest. 

I shrugged faintly. 

“T hate flats, Archie, that I can’t afford 
myself. I like to live on my own, and be 
independent. Awf'ly nice of you to sug- 
gest it, though.” 

“Independent !” he laughed, rather noisi- 
ly, and a couple of sleek, burnished heads 
turned curiously. “Why, you've hardly 
got a thing on I haven't paid for. Inde- 
pendent! Why stick at a flat after all 
I’ve bought you?” 


| i WAS the old, recurrent story raising 
its hideous head. Let a man have how- 
soever little and he demands everything, 
but I only smiled and played idly with 
my wine-glass. 

“One has to draw the line somewhere. 
And I don’t think the obligation’s all on 
my side. You wouldn't be here if it 
wasn’t for me. There wouldn’t have hap- 
pened to be a vacant table, that’s all. I 
sent you to the right shops and | certainly 
engineered the Soldiers’ Fund _ business. 
It was I who suggested you should sub- 
scribe to the fund. Also I’m teaching you 
how to look after a woman. You may 
think you're perfect, but you’ve an awful 
lot to learn. You still throw presents in 
my face. I have to amuse you at lunch 
instead of you amusing me. And, honest- 
ly, there are a dozen men I could be 
lunching with who were taught how to 
amuse women from their cradle upwards.” 

He flushed a dark, sulky red because he 
knew I spoke the truth. 

“You've no instinct, Archie dear. I can’t 
give you an instinct for the right thing. 
I can only send you to the right shops 
and the right restaurants. You do follow, 
don’t you?” 

“Then why bother with me?” 

“I don’t quite know.” I laughed softly 
and gazed at his ill-humored face. “Per- 
haps because, if you only knew, I’m giving 
you more than you can ever give me. I’m 
more than independent, really. You're in 
debt to me and you always will be. I 
like my independence. That's all.” 

Deftly I coaxed him into a brighter 
mood. I behaved very sweetly to him all 
the afternoon, shepherding him through 
the tea-dance with imperceptible tact be- 
cause he always became awkward and 
ferocious in society. In the end we drift- 
ed back to Netta’s flat, so that I might 
change into an evening gown. 

I left him in the sitting-room with a 
cigaret, a weekly paper and an arm-chair, 
while I went into my bedroom. I took 
off my hat and pitched it onto the bed, 
dropped into a chair before the dressing- 
table, propped my chin on my hands, and 
stared at myself in the glass with a 
weary sigh. 

“Oh, men, men, what pigs, what bores, 
what intolerable animals they are!” I 
murmured. “Why can’t he see I’m tired, 
exhausted, longing simply to lie down and 
rest before the show. But no—he bought 
me a frock or two and wrote a check 
for the management of the theater and 
now he imagines I’m his, body and soul. 
What a price they put on us, don’t they?” 

I rose and slipped out of my frock, took 
a little, soft, restful dinner gown from the 
wardrobe, laid it on the bed, and began 
brushing my hair. Suddenly I remained 
motionless, still looking in the mirror, one 


109 


Copyr 


$1140 to $3300 
A YEAR 
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Clerks at Washington, D. C. 
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FREE 
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AMMER 


Attend no institute until you get my free 
book “Millard’s Advanced Natural Corrective 
Course” and a free copy of my Natural Speech 
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fully treated. Largest school "for stammerers in 
the world. Positive results guaranteed. Graduates | 
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farm raised in a _ half-completed stroke. 

Archie Dawson was standing behind 
me, his eyes full of the male hunter’s look, 
his face reddened. 

I stared at him more in surprise than 
annoyance. 

“What do you want?” I asked. 

“[ want a little value for my money. 
| You look very nice in those silk things— 
cami-knickers or whatever you call them. 
I paid for them; I s'pose I've a right to 
see them. After all it’s not much more 
|than hundreds of men see of you on the 
| stage every night for the price of a ticket.” 
| He took a step toward me. I crossed 
pm to the wardrobe, took out a light 
dressing-wrap and put it on. 

“You don’t appear to understand that 
}no one has any right in a girl’s bedroom 


|unless she invites him. I haven't invited 
| you. Please go out.” 
“Oh, rubbish!” he said irritably. “We 


aren't children. You're a chorus girl. 
You needn't play at innocence. What do 
| you take me for? Why do you suppose I 
spend money on you? Come here; | 
want to kiss you.” 

“I wouldn't let you kiss me now if you 
were the last man in the world,” I said. 
“You don't even know how to kiss a girl 
decently. I've taught you what few things 
you do know, but even I can't teach you 
that. One can always tell what a man’s 
like from his kisses. I think we'd better 
end our acquaintance here. Please go. 

“You seem to end with a balance on 
the right side,” he sneered. 

“If there’s anything of yours you can 
see that you particularly fancy, please 
take it,” I answered. “I’m not having 
supper with you.” 

He would have liked to say many things 
hut he could think of nothing to say. He 
went out of the room like an ill-tempered 
child. I heard the sitting-room door and 
later the front door slam. Then | flung 
myself down on the bed and cried. Life 
seemed so cheerless; and somehow he 
had managed to cheapen men, and even 
me, in my own eyes. For a whole hour I 
lav face downward in sheer misery. Then 
I bathed my face, drank a cup of tea and 
began mechanically to dress for the 
theater. 

For a fortnight I heard nothing from 
him. The girls at the theater commented 
openly or covertly, sympathized or 
laughed as their dispositions drove them, 
and in a vague, impersonal way | felt 
the eye of Hilary Clegg dwelling on me. 
Then there came a mass of violets to the 
theater accompanied by Archie’s implor- 
ing note. He was a brute, an outcast; I 
had been perfectly sweet to him once, 
would I be sweet again and forgive him? 
He would be nice always, like one of the 
men I was used to. His luck was out; 
he had been ill and miserable. Couldn't 
| forget and be his friend again? 


GIRL never forgets; each emotion 

leaves a spiritual phonograph record 
|on her subconscious mind. But, twisting 
| the note in considering fingers, | decided 
to let bygones be bygones. I missed being 
looked after, fetched and carried for, 
taken about, advertised. That evening | 
sent a messenger boy home for an eve- 
ning gown and went out to supper and a 
dance with Archibald. The improvement 
in his dancing astonished me. 

“I’ve been having lessons all the time. 
Went to a physical culture fellow, too. 
They pulled me together no end. I want- 
ed to surprise you,” he explained in grati- 
| fied tones. His vanity was singular. This 
compliment about his dancing put him in 
| the best of tempers. I began to enjoy 
life. 
| “You must come to a party with me on 
Sunday,” he went on. “It’s rather wicked 
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and exciting, I  believe—something to 
make the eyes of the other girls stick oyt 
a mile. I got onto it through a man | 
met after we quarrelled. Fearful nut he 


is—got some frightful nutty relations, 
You'd love him; you don't love me, do 
you April? I’m a_ beastly, bullying, 


money-hoarding tradesman, aren't |? But 
I'l! give you a good time yet.” 

Sunday brought the big car round 
the unpromising hour of six-thirty. We 
had to dine before the wicked party and 
we dined alone in his flat, served by the 
impeccable Jackson. I loved the solid 
comfort of a man’s rooms. It seemed 
more permanent than restaurants. 

A party being too wicked for the car 
a taxi bore us there. It left us at an 
unpretentious, respectable-looking block of 
houses converted into flats. Within, the 
conventionality lapsed; we encountered 
rooms distinguished by weird, macabre 
decorations in black and gold, full of di- 
vans and coffee stools and other proper- 
ties that suggest the East to Westerners 
who have never been there. A number 
of curious, subdued guests flitted to and 
fro like souls wandering up and down 
the banks of the Styx. The outstanding 
personalities seemed to be Lois Winder- 
mere, a dark girl with a white camellia 
face, dressed in Turkish trousers and a 
swathe of silk about her figure, and the 
man with qneer relatives. 


RCHIBALD DAWSON pulled me 
nervously onto a divan, brought cof- 
fee and cigarets, and fidgeted. 

“It’s rather a rag,” he exclaimed with a 
ghastly, frightened smile. “Dope, opium 
you know. You needn’t be scared; it’s 
a quiet little place, absolutely safe, ’n all 
that. Thought I'd go one better than you 
at last.” 

Presently the pipe began to circulate. 
Archibald put it to his lips, shuddered, 
with beads of sheer fright standing on 


his forehead, and passed it to me. I made 
a pretense of inhaling and pushed it 
round the circle of devotees. The rest 
seemed to be habitués. They were now 
as content as they had been obviously 
bored. 

“Let’s get out of this; I’m fed up,” I 
said, and half rose, but he dragged me 


back. Just then from the entrance hall 
came sounds of commotion, and a tall, 
dapper, uniformed person entered the 
room. 


“Damn you!” I murmured very _bit- 
terly in Archibald Dawson’s ear. “This 
is your aristocratic friend’s doing, I s’pose. 
How much money did he take from you? 
My dear Archie, I'm through with you. 
You're too big an anxiety.for me. Our 
names will look well in the papers, won't 
they? 

“My God!” he exclaimed, “what will 
my dad say? This is what comes of tak- 
ing up with a light girl on the stage!” 

Finally,. after explanations and identifi- 
cations, the officer let some go, Archie 
and me among them. Safe in his flat I 
lay back in one of his deep armchairs, 
utterly contemptuous. 

“For my own sake I'll get you out of 

Archie,” I said bitterly, “but to do it 
ve got to ask a favor of a man Id 
rather die than ask anything from. Ring 
for Jackson and ask him to get Hilary 
Clegg on the telephone. He knows every- 
body; he can arrange anything.” 

I went away to the telephone cabinet 
in the hall and came back wearily. 

“He’s in a good temper for once. You 
needn’t be frightened, Archie. You can 
sleep in peace. But this is the end, Good- 


e. 
Then he broke, he raved, he would not 
let me go. I stood eyeing him almost with 


pity. 
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Slender 


No effort is required 


Don't you realize that countless people 
have found an easy way to fight fat? 

Look about you. Note how slenderness 
reigns today. Excess fat is not one-tenth as 
common as it was. Millions of people have 
learned how to fight that blight to beauty 
and to health. 

Some still rely on abnormal exercise and 
diet. But more and more employ the easy, 
pleasant, scientific way—Marmola Prescrip- 
tion Tablets. 

Marmola has been used for 19 years. Users 
have told others the results, until people 
last year used over a million boxes. That is 
the greatreason why slenderness so prevails. 

You should learn what Marmola means to 
you. Learn how it harmlessly and promptly 
reduces excess fat, up to a pound a day. 
You will be always glad that you found it. 


All drug stores sell Marmola at $1 a box. Or 
it is mailed in plain wrappers by Marmola 
Co., 1815 General Motors Bldg., Detroit, Mich, 


MARMOLA 


Prescription “Jablets 
Pleasant Way toReduce 


CALLOUSES 


Quick, safe relief for callouses 
and burning on bottom of feet. 
At all drug and shoe stores—35¢ 


DrScholl’s 


Zino-pads 


Put one on— 
the pain is gone 


For Free Sample write The Scholl Mfg. Co., Chicago 


You will adore the subtle fragrance of ths distinctive odor of 
the Orange Blossom, extracted from the hearts of these pale 
white, fragrant blossoms, from Florida—the land of romance. 
In Bokay Orange Blossom Perfume Select none of the enchant- 
ing fragrance is lost. All of its enticing beauty is retained 
within the beautiful glass bottle, which is so carefully encased 
in a satin lined box. 


Bokay Orange Blossom Toilet Water, too, possesses all of these 
qualities and, like the Perfume Select, it is attractively boxed. 
Kemember your friends with either one or both of these tems. 

Christmas Gift from Florida! What could be more accept- 


able? 


You can obtain these items from your dealer. If he does not 
otier BoKay Creations to his customers, we will fill your order 
(postpaid) on receipt of price. Or to become acquainted, 
write for purse size BoKay Orange Blossom Perfume Select and 
sample of BoKay Orange Blossom Face Powder for 25c. 
BoKay Orange Blossom Perfume Select ($2.50) 
BoKay Orange Blossom Toilet Water ($1.00) 
RoKay Orange Blossom Perfume and Powder (Purse Size 25c) 
Please mention shade of powder desired. 


BOKAY PERFUME Co. 
Dept. S, BoKay Bldg. Jacksonville, Fla. 


“T’ve learnt a lot, and paid to learn, but 
I won't pay for you as well,” I said 
slowly. “Tell Jackson to get me a taxi, 
please.” 

And so I left him. 

Again I faced life alone. Again the 
girls sympathized or laughed. Again the 
discerning eye of Hilary Clegg seemed 
to note my loverless condition. 

There broke in on this strained period 
of waiting the letter from Messrs. Pether 
& Wells, Attorneys at Law, asking me 
to call on them. 


CALLED. I knew instinctively the 

letter signified evil rather than good, 
and dressed simply in a little frock, with 
a round, babyish opening at the neck. 

The old jackal was out after its whelp. 
Old David Dawson, of Vermont, had 
heard, through a blackmailer, of his son’s 
presence at the opium party. Private 
detectives, ferreting out the young man’s 
life in town, attributed his downfall to 
me. There was no actual evidence against 
me. Mr. Dawson senior had instructed 
Messrs. Pether & Wells to pay Miss 
Rogers two hundred and fifty dollars on 
the understanding that she never saw or 
communicated with Mr. Archibald Daw- 
son again. 

“T’m never likely to. He needs a nurse 
more than a friend,” I commented. “You 
may pay the money to the Young Women’s 
Christian Association, and send me the 
receipt.” 

At the theater I found a note from 
Archibald Dawson, incoherent, wild, un- 
bridled as ever. 

I tore it into the tiniest fragments. 

“He was hopeless from the start,” I 
murmured. “He comes from my own 
sort of people. Our men always want a 
woman to lean on and to blame for any 
trouble. In our class we have to bear men 
and then prop them up all their lives. I 
think God hates us!” 

During the first interval Hilary Clegg 
sent for me. 

“Miss Rogers,” he snapped. “I’m not 
satisfied with you. You aren't here just 
to go on and come off, and sing a little, 
and dance a few steps. You ought to 
know that chorus girls either fill the seats 
or get out of the chorus. What’s the 
matter with you?” 

“T’ve just struck a bad patch. Men 
don’t fall into one’s arms every minute, 
you know, Mr. Clegg. Often they’re the 
wrong ones too, and I hate being pawed 
about, and kisses tasting of drink, and 
having my hair rumpled.” 

Hilary Clegg’s face, as before, shut up 
like a rat trap. 

“This is a theater, not a Sunday school. 
We have to think of our shareholders, 
many of them women with small incomes 
who depend on their dividends for a live- 
lihood. We are taking the show to Eng- 
land in a fortnight. You will go with the 
rest of the chorus but see to it that you 
change your methods.” 

I did not yet know of the existence of 
the man who regularly occupied the right- 
hand stage box in our London House. 
That knowledge was to come a little later. 


Archibald had been hopeless from the 
start but his attentions and his checks had 
kept me from Hilary Clegg’s disfavor 
which saved my job. Now with Archie 
gone and a trib to England waiting I 
should have been thrilled but I only 
wondered if Englishmen were any nicer 
than, or different from Americans. I soon 
found out as I shall tell you in January 
Smart Set 
Hi 


EF you want $100 a 

week clear profit, 
if you want $5000 a 
year without working 
as hard or as long as 
you do now, I'll show 
you how to get it. I'l 
prove to you that $10 a 
day is easy, that $15, 


is possible. 

I will give you the 
same offer I made to j 
Christopher Vaughn, 
whose earnings have 
reached $125 in a 
week. You can do like 
John Scotti, who start- 
ed without experience 
and made $97 his second week. Or Mrs. K. 
R. Roof, who has two children and does her 
own housework, yet in her spare time has 
made $50 in a week and $15 in a single after- 
noon. Yes, profits like these can be yours. Do 
you want them? 


Big Profits For Easy Work 


All you need to do is to accept my offer to 
handle our dealings with our customers in 
your community. We have customers in a mil- 
lion homes throughout America—hundreds of 
them right around you. These customers of 
ours know and like and use “Zanol” Products 
—delicious foods, delightful toilet preparations, 
perfumes, soaps and household necessities — 
more than 350 different products in all. 

But “‘Zanol” Products are never sold in stores. 
They are sold only through our own represen- 
tatives. You can be one of them. Our repre- 
sentatives will make two million dollars as 
their profits this year, and you can have your 
share. You will be amazed at how easy it i 

and how quickly the money rolls in. You wi 

realize that $100 a week is not hard if you 
are in the right line. 


I Furnish Everything 


If you want your share of these big profits, 
all you need to do is to write. We furnish 
all of our people with complete equipment free 
for doing business. We tell you in detail exact- 
ly what to do. We make it easy for you. You 
will be given the same proposition that enabled 
G. C. Henry to make four times as much money 
as he ever did on a 
farm, and that made it 
possible for G. A. Beck- 
er, of Iowa, to earn more 
than he did in 22 years 
in the grocery business. 


Send No Money 


Just send me your name 
and I will tell you how 
to start. I will show you 
We want to help you how to make $100 a 
in every way to make week, or $8 to $10 a 
large profits and we day in spare time. It is 
offer to provide a new the one opportunity you 
Hudson Super-Six have been waiting for. 
Coach without any It is your chance to get 
expense to you what- ahead. You are not risk- 
ever. Mail the coupon ing a penny. You don’t 
for details of the plan agree to pay anything 
that will give you this or do anything. Don't 
handsome closed car wait until someone else 
without expense and gets ahead of you. Don’t 
an income of $100 a delay until it is too late, 
week, or more. Mail the coupon now! 


Mail This NOW 


Albert Mills, Pres., American Products Co., 
Dept. 5609 Cincinnati, Ohio. 


I want to make $100 a week. Send me full 
details of your proposition at ouce. This 
does not obligate me, 


00 


Address 


@ A. Co. "(Write Piainly) 
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iswaiting 
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Every hour—everywhere, your clothes 
say of you, 
old-fashioned—or “‘She’s clever. Now 
you can be fashionably dressed at lowcost. 


th 
vings and & ep! 
id income. 


oO F R —short cuts to Distinc- 
I'll teach you 
lovely things in 

emazingty quick time. Igive you Utetime Ad- 

isory Se: . Lifetime Em ent Service. i 

Month Fashion Bulletin—also Two Working 

Outfits of extra charge. 

Be Fashionably Dressed—Also Earn 
Money as a “‘Modiste-Milliner”’ 
the ages of 15 and 60—can 


VevaGiffin~ | | 

Moody, Director 

of Instruction, THE 
FASHION INSTITUTE, 
Dept. 917, 1926 Sunnyside | 
Ave., Chicago I 


Send me your Free Book “‘Fashion Secrets” and 
| full particulars of ““Nu-Way” Training, without 
any obligation on my part. 


Name........... 


Pieage specify whether Mrs. or Misa 


The Quick Magic | 
of Calcium! 


Do you want a beautiful complexion 
this week? A skin that fairly sparkles? 
And color that is all your own? Then 
give your system just a little calcium! 

Calcium clears away every impurity that keeps 
the skin sallow or dull. It keeps pores purged, 
and the cuticle clean. You'll feel and see the 
difference from the very first day you take a tiny, 
sugar-coated Stuart calcium wafer! 1 | 


The most marvelous, and gentlest regulator in 
the whole world, and your druggist has the new 
purse or pocket size—for a dime! 


FREE: A full box, and valuable | 

* book, if you write the F. A. 

Stuart Co. Dept. C49, Marshall, Mich. | 
| 


STUART'S 


Shall I Take My Husband Back? 


SYMPATHY and the desire to help are strong characteristics 
of the American reading public. The appeal for advice by 
the wife who wrote “My Little Boy Cries for His Daddy,” 
brought a flood of helpful, brave letters. 
The majority of the letters come from warm, understanding 
women who say—“give him another chance.” Here are three of 
the best letters SMART Set received. 


Santa Monica, California 

Editor of Smart Set: I have read the story of “My Little Boy Cries For 
His Daddy” in the September Issue and, as my own experience in life is 
similar, I would advise the woman, who is in doubt, that she may not make 
such a mistake, in the crucial moment of her life, as I did. 

To use her own words, the little boy's interests are first to be considered. 
He is the innocent victim of the unhappy situation and the one who will 
suffer most through an unwise decision. He will suffer most from the 
effects of a broken home, the home which is the foundation on which to 
build his ideals. Before he is yet old enough to have opinions he will 
have lost the inspiration of youth, its undisputed right and natural heritage. 

As the family ruptures were always over trivial matters and your hus 
band has given proof of the sincerity of his purpose, is it not time, is it not 
necessary to allow calm judgment and reason, with a little bit of the milk 
of human kindness to lead us back to the.place we should be—Home! 

Sincerely, M. E. GELDORP. 


Chicago, Ill. 

To the lady who wrote, “My Little Boy Cries For His Daddy”, September 
Issue: 

This probably will be of a little different nature from most of the answers 
expected. I am a young man twenty-three years of age but I feel that what 
I have experienced, you may be able to profit by. 

When I was seven years old my mother and father were separated. The 
reason being liquor on my mother’s part. I was placed in the custody of my 
father. My father was in a position to give me most everything my heart 
desired. He did this but there was that one essential thing lacking—“A 
Mother's Love.” When I was fifteen, he died and I was left alone. Then 
my mother became anxious to have me with her but as you see, “I was a 
stranger to a mother’s love,” and could not do as she wished. After several 
years I was persuaded to live in the same town with her and we saw each 
other frequently. I am beginning now to appreciate my mother but it will 
not be with the love I might have had—had the separation not occurred. 

From my own experience, I wish you would take him back. I hate to 
think of your boy going through life without the love of a dad. 

Now, dear lady, look at this from the angle of a boy who was placed in a 
similar position to that of your son. I hope your decision is in favor of a 


reconciliation. 
Very sincerely, S. D. W. 


McKees Rocks, Pa. 

Editor Smart Set: I have just read, “My Little Boy Cries for His Daddy™ 
in the Smart Set for September. 

If she is careful of her son’s training and companions, when he is a little 
older she can explain matters to him. Talk to him not as though he were a 
boy but as a man. I feel sure he will understand and will hold her in the 
highest respect. 

I don’t believe this boy’s mother will ever have cause to regret if she does 
not take back her husband. He has been away long enough for her to prove 
to herself she really can get along without him and I can’t see that by taking 
him back she would benefit. 

I feel she will be very sorry that she took him back if she does. 

. Yours truly, MRS. GRACE TILLY. 


CALCIUM WAFERS | 
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Have Beautiful Clothes 
; Quickly at Low Cost 
Send for my FreeBook**Fash- 
fon Secreta.”’ See how you 
,* can have Three or Four 
—*> BEAUTIFUL dresses at 
the price of One factory **store’* % 
nd Le arnhowthis fascinating LL 
easy Training & 
canbringyoumoreclothes, you 
» big {N 
3 
Zovreits 
iN a minutes 
ay a 
| 
4) 
read and write plain English—if you want to be a4 
a fashionably gowned woman or earn a splendid e 
income—clip coupon for my Free Book. I'll send I a 
you PROOF. No obligation. Get it now. 
00 
| Address 
= + 
| 


GENTS 


New Credit Plan 
ake *50 to *90 a Week 
Without Investment 


Now you can havea wonderful business of 
your own without capital—a business that will 


World’s Star Knitting Co. 
1562 Lake Street Bay City, Mich. 


Song Poem Writers 
Send for bona fide proposition now. 
RAY HIBBELER, 


2104 North Keystone Avenue, 
D110. Chicago. 


ADDING MACHINE 


Fits Vest Pocket/Senp No 


A marvelous calculator. Does the work MONEY 
accurately and quickly as a $300 machine. In- 

valuable to anyone who uses figures. Don t | Don’t send mone: 
carry pad and pencil. This startling invention 


will solve all problemsin aminute. Business | dress. _ Pay post- 
men, students, ore! feapional people i speed man only $2.95 plus 
is HANDY HEL few cents por e. 


\ Results in plain sight PRICE 
all the time -- clears 
Made of 

steel and brass, in handsome 
case, fits vest pocket; weight 
only 3 oz. ‘Send for yours now 


-you'llsave time and money 


Reliable AddingMachine Corp., Dept. 519 
84 W. Washington St., Chicagc, | 


(AGENTS) waste one: Fins prot: 
HOW TO GET WHAT YOU WANT 


Robert Collier’s new work, “‘The Look 
of Life’’ (4 vols. $4.95) shows how mir- 
acles as wonderful as Aladdin’s may ve 
performed today by anyone. “How Ti 
Get What You Want” and “‘How To Make 
More Money” are the subjects covered in 
Vols. 2 & 4 of this set. Send only name 
and address now for these 2 sample vol- 
umes. Pay Postma”: $! 50, plus postage. 
on arrival. Money bac’ secret formulas of 
Ancient Arabia do not ' om you success. 


Miracle Pub. Co., © -5th Av., New York, Dept. 52 


GET Riv FAT 


OF YOUR 
Free Trial Treatment 


sent on request. Ask for my “‘pay-when- 
reduced” offer. I have successfully reduced 
thousands of persons, without starvation diet 
or burdensome exercise, often at a rapidrate. 
Let me send you proof at my expense. 
DR. R. NEWMAN, Licensed Physician 
State of N. Y. 286 Fitth Av., N.Y. DeskM 


“JAZZITHA 
e one 
Hawaiian 


Guitar 
m Have you seen the latest 


Jazz instrument? Every- 
body is talking about the 
curious, unusual 
**Jazzitha.’* If you hear 
will want to own 


im 
Boy!—what music! Play all ry * song hits immedi- 
ately; absolute ly no instructions or lessons necessary 

music is written in numbers. lakes an ideal 


rel 
19 ie hes in length. Comes with bar and pic 


Send No Money 


Just your mame and address when 


for postage. Outside of U. cond 
check or money a or. 
with every instrument we 
R lude 3 extra Jazzitha 
worth 25c. 
JUST OUT : 5 pote of popular song hits. 
5 latest songs in each book 
written in numbers... 25c. each 
THE JAZZ STUDIOS 
2512-41 Ave., Dept. 526 
LONG ISLAND CITY, N. Y. 


| warm, caressing sea of dream. 
f/ |measure Phil’s cheek touched mine. With- 
| out volition I turned my face up to his. He 


His Second 
Choice 


[Continued from page 46] 


“Not enough, at any rate,” I said. 
Phil sat frowning, his eyes on his glass. 
“IT wonder if it was that cable that de- 

cided it.” 

I waited for him to explain. I hadn't 
heard anything about a cable. 

“You see he cabled her that he was sail- 
ing from Southampton today. He'll be 
home in six days. She got the cable about 
half an hour before I called to take her 
away with me. It was the first message 
she’d had from him in three weeks. 

“She said her husband’s cablegram made 
her realize how he counted on her, how 
he needed her. There was no way for 
her to reach him by cable, and you can’t 
cable such things anyway. She said he 
was coming back to her, and that she 
couldn't let him come back—without any 
warning—and find her gone for good, 
find she’d been gone for six days.” 

“She might have thought of that sooner,” 
I said. 

“Of course, she might. Of course, she 
ought.” Phil spoke bitterly, with such a 
flame of anger in his face that I was 
shocked, but next moment I wondered if 
he realized how shamefully she had treated 
him? Already the anger on his face was 
giving way to tenderness. 

“And yet,” he asked, “how could she? 
It’s only a week since I told her I loved 
her.” I thought to myself: “Doesn’t the 
poor boy know that she made him tell her 
ne loved her, that she did it all.” I smiled 
to myself as I realized his utter innocence. 
Seeing my smile, he said hotly. 

“Oh, I know! You think she’s a flirt, 
any girl would. But she isn’t. She’s 
real.” 

“Of course, she teal,” I said. 

“She’s the realest thing,” Phil cried. 
He paused ind smiled ecstatically, reliving 
the evening before. 


I HATED his giving one thougnt to that 

woman but I knew that it was up to me 
to sit and take it. 

At that moment the muted violin began 
a lovely waltz. For a moment I listened. 
Phil listened. We looked into each other’s 
eves and then without either of us saying 
a word we rose and walked toward the 
empty dance floor within. 

Phil held me tenderly, as if I were a 


fragile flower, and as we danced I seemed | 
to move in a kind of vague but delicious | 


dream, without past and without future. 
I was scarcely conscious of thinking or 
feeling; only of being in Phil’s arms. 

We paused, as the music stopped, in the 
middle of the floor. 

“Do you know,” Phil whispered, with 
his arm still around me, “that a woman is 
like a vase, a living vase of flowers? 
Frieda is a vase of roses, red roses. But 
you,” he hesitated, hunting for the right 
words, “you are a gardenia.” 

I knew then that I was really doing my 
stuff. 

The violinist picked up his bow and be- 
gan the Kreisler waltz again, the waltz 
he had played earlier in the evening. He 
played it poignantly, as if he loved it. 
We danced again, and as we danced Phil 
held me as if we were both in a es a 
In the last 


| bent and kissed me. 
The dance was over. Hand in hand, we 
walked back to the table on the terrace, 
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Blair Gets 
225% Increase! 


The future didn’t look so good for Thomas 
J. Blair, Jr., Bluefield, West Virginia, when he 
enrolled for LaSalle training in Higher Ac- 
countancy. Hewasthenassistant bookkeeper 
in a general store in a small country town. 
Three years later, he hada different outlook. 


*‘lam now head of the accounting depart- 
ment of a large corporation,’’ he writes, 

“‘and the two ‘raises’ I have received within 
the last nine months make my total salary- 
increase since starting LaSalle training 
203%.’’ More recently he reports a business 
change which brings his total increase up 
to 225%. 


How Blair Made His Start 


Blair got his start with the aid of just such 
a coupon as you see below this text. 


He realized the limited possibilities of his 
situation—realized that he could not go 
higher without specialized training—and he 
looked about for the institution that could 
most quickly help him on his way. 

He learned—from LaSalle’s64-page book, 
“Accountancy, the Profession that Pays”— 
of the splendid opportunities in this highly 
profitable profession. He was shown just 
what he must do to take advantage of them, 
He saw his chance. He took it! Swift pro- 
motion was the natural result. 


Send for Free Book 
“Accountancy, the Profession that Pays” 


A copy of the book which has meant so much to 
mr. Blair will be mailed you for the asking. Thou- 
sands of men have found in this book their means of 
escape from deadly routine and have started. thru its 
aid, towards incomes paying $3,000, $5,000, $10,000, 
even $20,000 a year, Whether or not you choose the 
Accountancy way, the book is well worth your read- 
ing-~and the coupon brings it to you free. 

Balance the two minutes that ic taxes to pod out 
the coupon against the rewards of a career 
—then clip and mail the coupon NOW. 


Find Yourseif Thru LaSalle) 


LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
The World's Largest Busi Training I. 
Dept. 1250-HR 
I would weleome details of your 
doubling pian, togetner with copy of 
“Accountancy, Profession that 
Pays,”’ also a copy of **Ten Years’ Pro- 
motion in One,’’ raul without obligation. 


OHigher Accountancy, 


| Training for positions asAuditor, Comp 


troller, Certified Public Accountant, 
it Accountant, etc, 

Other LaSalle Opportunities 

LaSalle opens the way to success in 

every important field of business. If moreinterested 

in one of the fields indicated below, check and mail now, 


OBusi M OPersonnel and Employ- 
O Modern Salesmanship ment Management 
OTraffic Management OBanking and Finance 


O Modern Business Corre- 

spondence and Practice 
OExpert Bookkeeping 
Oc. P. A. Coaching 
OBusi English 
OCommercial Spanish 
OEffective 


O Railway Station 
Management 

OLaw—Degree of LL.B. 

OCommercial Law 

OlIndustrial M 

O Modern Foremanship 
and Production Methods 


Addr: 


| 
pay you $2 to an hour spare up to 
week and more for your full time. You simply i 
Introduce and take orders for famous World's // ~ 
Star Hosiery, Klean-Knit underwear and Silk 
Lingerie, a complete line for the family—direct { | \ 
from Mill. We ship you the goods and trust you. / In} 
You deliver and pay us when you collect. Your i “4 
profit begins at once. No experience necessary. | } | 
No matter what you’re doing now—if you want 
{ to make more money, all or spare time—writeat (uA 
Z| once for this new plan and complete particulars, | 
How tostart Free. Established 30 years. | \ 
t | 
\T 
> 2 
a 
fA | 
fit 
fr 
| 
| 
\ | 
| 
4 
| 
| 
| 
= 
| 
| 
j i | 
i 1 | | 
| 
| | 
| 
} 
C 
> 4 
Nam 


High Strung 


NERVES 


F YOU have high strung nerves, don’ t 
condemn them and wish they were 
otherwise, for to be dull-nerved means to} 
be mentally and physically dull. 
But high strung nerves can be dangerous: 
When over-worked or abused, they will 


wreck the health, torture the mind, and, in | 


extreme cases, 
drive the victim 
to insanity or 
suicide. 

Nerves! Nerv- 
ousness! Nerve 
Exhaustion!! 
We hear it 


everywhere and 
see it every- 
where. Not a 


* day passes that 
fa not read 

of some prom- 
inent person 


PAUL von BOECKMANN 
breaking down Author of “Nerve Force’ and vas 
from nerve ex- Breahing, Hygiene and kine 
haustion. We dred subjects, many of which have 
are living under ae lated into foreign lan- 
nervestrainand 

only people 
can stand it. 


with iron constitutions 
Nine people out of ten 


suffer from nervous indigestion, which | in | 


turn, develops graver disorders; that is, 
auto-intoxication and general poisoning 
of the system. Nerve Strain breaks down 
the vital forces generally and, worse still, it 


causes severe mental disturbs inces —fears, 
irritability, self-consciousness, restlessness, | 
sleeplessness, mental depression, etc., etc. 


I have for more than twenty-five years given 
courses of instruction in Nerve Culture by mail. 
Over 100,000 people have learned through me 
how to care for their nerves and how to free 
themselves of the organic and mental disturb- | 
ances that originate in nerve abuse. 

Over a million copies of my book “Nerve 
Force” have been read by people with high | 
strung nerves who have learned through my | 
advice how to avoid nerve strain and how} 
to care for their nerves. The cost of the book | 
is only 25 cents (coin or stamps.) Address 
Paul Von Boeckmann, Studio 170, 110 West 
4oth Street, New York City. 

Order Nerve Force today. It is not a pamphlet 
advertising my course, but a real book, 64 
pages, illustrated. The latest edition of Nerve 
Force contains important information hereto- 
fore imparted to private pupils only. Nerve 
Force is on file in many public libraries, and 
at the Medical National Library at W ashing. | 
ton. Thousands owe their recovery from nerve 
exhaustion to reading this book. Your money 
refunded if the book is not all you expect. 


4 physician writes as follows: “I am writing 
you as a Graduate M.D. to say that I have 
carefully read your excellent book on “‘Nerves.”’ 
It has done me more good already than any- 
thing I have seen or tried and I think it easily 
worth a hundred times what I paid for it. 
It is impossible to read it without feeling the 
wonderful Truths it reveals.” 

A school teacher writes: “I had the opportun- | 
ity of reading Paul Von Boeckmann’s 64 
page book “Nerve Force”. I completed it in 
one reading. One feels at home and under- | 
stands untathomed ideas concerning nerves, 
mind, and body. As I was reading, a stranger 
approached and remarked, “That book cured 
me from what doctors called heart trouble, 
then stomach trouble, etc. I had nothing of 


the kind. I am now a well man.” 


wind from the river. Phil ordered another 
Scotch. I sipped my wine. Phil leaned 
forward and laid his hand on mine. 

“IT don’t know where I’m at, Anita,” he 
said. “I’m beginning to think it’s you I 
love and not Frieda—that perhaps I’ve 
been in love with you all the time.” 
| You're a darling boy,” I said, because 

I felt that was what Mrs Remington 
would say, though I was rather shocked to 
hear myself saying it. “But I’m afraid,” 
I added, “that you are just unhappy over 
being thrown down.” 

“Oh, no,” Phil protested. “Don’t say 
that. Don’t try to spoil it. It’s quite too 
beautiful to spoil.” 

“I’m sorry,” I murmured. 
my hand. 

“I don’t mind your saying it’s Frieda,” 
he said, “because I’m so sure it’s you— 
just you, Nita.” 

I glanced at my watch. It was just mid- 
night and I wondered if father would 
worry about me. Still, we were only an 
hour and a half from home. Surely father 
wouldn't worry. 

“It’s early yet,” Phil assured me. 
“There’s lots of time. There’s time to 
have one more dance with you. I can’t 
bear to think of not having one more dance 
with you.” I looked over my shoulder at 
the dance floor. 

“Oh,” 1 cried, “the violinist is going 
home.” I could see him snapping the case 
shut on his instrument. The pianist was 
gathering up his music. 

“There’s a phonograph,” 
me. He rose to his feet. 
said, “let’s dance. 
together.” 

We walked slowly across the terrace 
into the dim, empty room, our shoulders 
touching at every other step. The head 
waiter appeared. 

“We want to dance,” I said to him. 

He smiled benignly on us, adjusted a 
| record on the machine, and retired. Phil 
put his arm around me, tenderly, caress- 
ingly. As the music began, we moved 
again in that vague but delicious dream 
which was all delight. After a few steps 
Phil paused, his arm still around me. 

“Tt isn’t a waltz,” he said. “It’s a fox 


Ee the candles flickered in the little 


Phil squeezed 


Phil assured 
“Come,” he 
Let’s have a last waltz 


‘trot. We must have a waltz.” 


“We must,” I said gravely. 

Phil went over to the machine. 

“That's not a waltz,” he said accusingly. 
“That’s a damn fox-trot. It won't do.” 


LAUGHED. It was absurd of him to 

hold the machine responsible and yet it 
was funny. Everything was so absurd and 
everything was so lovely. 

Phil seized the record under the needle 
and sailed it out of the window. I clapped 
my hands in approval. Phil bent to select 
another record from the rack. 

“That's a fox-trot, too,” he grumbled, 
as he read the title. He sailed that record 
after the first and hunted for another. 

“All fox-trots,” he said and sailed the 
third record. It turned as it left his hand, 
described a sharp arc, and went through 
the next window which didn’t happen to 
be open. 

“Phil,” I protested at the crash of glass, 
but I couldn’t protest seriously. I liked 
his reckless mood. The more reckless he 
was the quicker he’d get over being in love 
with Mrs. Remington. On second thought 
it seemed altogether fitting that records 
should be thrown into the river, and what 
were windows for if not to be broken 
when one felt like breaking windows? The 
| head waiter appeared. 

“Monsieur,” he asked, as Phil 
a fourth record through the 
“could I be of assistance?” 

“Yes,” Phil said sharply. 
other Scotch high-ball.” 
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sailed 
window, 


“Get me an- 


“I regret,” 
the cellar is now locked. We have to be 
so careful nowadays.” 

Phil smiled at him confidentially. 


the head waiter said, “that 


“Let’s unlock it,” he suggested. The 
head waiter pursed his lips gravely and 
shook his head. 

“Impossible!” he said. 

Phil straightened up and looked at the 
head waiter with severe disapproval. 

“Impossible? On a night like this noth- 
ing is impossible.” The head waiter 
raised his eyebrows deprecatingly. 

“I regret,” he began, “I regret most——” 

“Just keep your regrets,” Phil said. 
“There are too many regrets in the world 
now. I don’t approve of regrets. I don't 
believe in regrets. I won't have regrets.” 

I giggled. I hadn't intended to giggle, 
but I did. 


UT, Monsieur—” the 
again impatiently. 
“Buts are just as bad as regrets,” Phil 
said severely. “I don’t like buts either.” 
He laid his hand on the head waiter’s arm. 
“My dear fellow,” he said, “forget your 
buts and live.” 
The head waiter signalled to me, 
one eyebrow. 


waiter began 


with 
I realized I must help him 


ut. 

“Phil dear,” I said, “I have to go home. 
Won't you take me?” 

Phil bowed. His mood changed. He 
no longer felt like cutting up. He said 
he would be charmed to take me home. 

He drove gravely, without speaking, but 
as we came to the brow of the first of 
the series of hills over which the Million 
Dollar Highway winds toward Rochester 
he stopped the roadster. 

“Anita,” he said, “will you answer one 
question ?” 

“Of course,” I said. 

“Nita, darling, Nita, 
me?” Phil said. 

“Dear boy,” I said, “why?” 

Phil became very serious. 

“Because I love you, Nita,” he said. 
“You do believe me, don’t you? I love 
you. The other was just a dream, a fool- 
ish dream. It’s you I’ve always loved. 
You Nita. Will you run away with me?” 

“Of course,” I said. 

Phil kissed me. In fact, we kissed each 
other. We kissed each other I don’t know 
how many times. I felt as if I'd never 
really been kissed before. 

We sped down the hill in the cool moon- 
light, the head-lamps making long paths 
of yellow light into which the car rushed. 

I felt as if I were on top of the world 
and to judge by what happened later I 
guess Phil did too. I felt absolutely reck- 
less and happy. I felt equal to anything. 

As we came to Brockport, I saw there 
had been a fire. An engine still pumped 
beside the plug at the corner and lines of 
hose lay across the street. We should 
have gone round, but Phil drove on. 

It wouldn’t have mattered in the least if 
a policeman hadn't seen us and called 
halt. Phil paid no attention. The police- 
man blew his whistle sharply. Phil drove 

Again the policeman blew, a shriller, 
louder blast. 

Phil’s answer was to step on the gas. 
The maneuver might have been successful 
if the hook and ladder truck ahead hadn't 
taken that moment to turn. The way was 
completely blocked. Phil had to stop. 

The policeman came running up, shout- 
ing angrily at Phil. 

“Tut, tut!” Phil said to him. 

The policeman reached for Phil’s coilar. 
Phil swung his fist. I got a hard blow 
under my left eye from an elbow. A fire- 
man came to the policeman’s assistance. I 
heard a thud as the policeman’s stick de- 
scended on Phil’s head. The policeman 
and the fireman dragged Phil head first 
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Bring Back That 
Youthful Chin Line 


Two profiles of the same girl are shown 
above—one before and one after using the 


Corinthian Combination treatment. See what 
a difference the youthful chin line makes. 
Your age is written beneath your chin. 


Amazing results are secured quickly with 
Corinthian Combination of both medic- 
and physical effort. This treatment 
the drooping chin line by shrinking 
muscles and reducing flesh cells. 
Apply the Corinthian Astringent Lotion at 
night before retiring. Then put on the net- 
like head piece with chin strs ap to hold up 
muscles and fiesh while the astringent lotion 
does the shrinking—all during your sleep. 
Simple, scientific and certain, the Corin- 
thian Combination quickly brings back the 
fascination of that youthful chin line of girl- 


hood. The complete combination is now 
only $3.75. Simply mail your check or money 
order or pay the postman the c.o.d. charges 


when this GUARANT 
livered to you. 


The Health Appliance Co. 
12443 Superior Ave. Cleveland, Ohio 
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Never a 
Marcel Wave 


By Edna Wallace Hopper 
My hair is ever-curly, with never a Marcel | 


And it always has a glow. 


The 


reason lies in a hair dress made exclusively | 


for me. 


It was perfected for me by great 


experts when I had my long hair bobbed. 
Now all toilet counters supply it under the 
name Edna Wallace Hopper’s Wave and 


Sheen. 


it 


so, 


lu 


antee is enclosed with every bottle, 


The price is 75c. 


I cannot conceive of a girl or woman going without 


when she knows. No one who sees my hair wi 


ill do 


Nothing else I have ever found makes hair so 


so abundant. 
so it costs 


so fluffy, 


trous, so wavy, 


My guar- 


you 


nothing if it doesn’t please. Go try it at my expense. 


| out of the car. 


| were leading Phil down a corridor. 


I got out and followed 
them to the police station. 

At the sergeant’s desk the policeman 
paused. The sergeant turned the pages 
of his blotter and picked up his pen. 

“Charges?” he asked mildly when Phil 
had given his name and address. 

“Disorderly conduct, vile and abusive 
language, driving when drunk, resisting an 
officer, and—” The policeman paused for 
| breath while the sergeant’s pen scratched 
across the pages. 

The next moment I realized that they 


I sank down on the hard wooden bench 
| against the wall. 
“What about me?” I asked. 

“You'd best drive home,” 
kindly 


he answered 


“And leave Phil?” I cried. “I want to 
telephone to Rochester.” The sergeant 
pushed the instrument on his desk toward 
me. 

It took me ten minutes to get the Roch- 
ester operator but father answered so 
promptly that I knew he'd been waiting 
up for me. 
| “Father,” I cried, “Phil's been arrested 
and you've got to help me get him out.” 

“Where are you?” father asked. 

“In Brockport, in the police station.” 

“['ll be there in thirty minutes,” father 
said. 

When he got there he took care of 
everything. 

“Might as well leave Phil's car here and 
take him home with us for the night,” he 
said. He loaded us into the car and I 
| sank back against the cushions and closed 
| my eyes. 


father had taken Phil upstairs to 
bed he came down to talk to me. I 
| was lying on the couch in the living room. 

“Father,” I said, “will you bring me a 
mirror?” 

Father brought me a mirror. I looked 
at myself with awe and consternation. I 
had the worst black eye I’d ever seen in 
my life. 

Father looked at me quizzically. “It isn’t 
permanent,” he said. “Never mind.” 

I burst into tcars. 

“But I do mind. Just now I especially 
want to look beautiful and I look horrible.” 

“What does it matter whether you look 
beautiful or not for a few days?” father 
asked. 

“Because I’m engaged to Phil,” I cried. 

Father stood off and looked at me very 
gravely. “I suppose you think you are 
going to reform him,” he said. 

“T’ve already reformed him,” I cried. | 
“He isn’t going to elope with Mrs. Rem- 
ington.” 

For some reason father seemed quite | 
agitated. He walked up and down the | 


room. 

“Well,” he said finally, “if you'd just re- 
form each other it would be a great 
relief.” 

The next morning we got to talking of 
what father said about reforming each 
other and then Phil said he wasn’t going | 
to be cheated of an elopement. So he had | 
his elopement after all, but it wasn’t with | 
Mrs. Remington. It was with me. 


HIN women never made history,” 

says Lady Drummond Hay, former- 
‘ly a leader of society and today inter- 
| nationally known as a writer and special 
‘correspondent. “The women who have | 
| ruled empires and changed the maps of | 
the world were far from skinny. That's | 
why I’m Glad I'm Plump. After you have 
read my article in January Smart Set I 
suspect you will agree with me—at any 

_ Tate you plump women will.” 
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B. W. COOKE 
CHICAGO 


Use Scissors NOW 


for this Amazing 
FREE 
BOOK 
If you're earning a «ent less than 
$75 a week, get tis Free Book 
now! See the million amazing op- 
portunities for Quick aises in 
Pay in Automotive Field. See how 
Ernest E. Tucker, Cotton, Minn., 
jumped from low pay to $216 ina 
week—in only three months! 
See what you can do. 
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ocket Wrench 
job. Stay home. You don't have Seis, wad 


to leave your doorstep. Master 
every Branch of Auto Work right 
in your own home. See how I train 


Repair Outfit— 
also Automotive 
Magazine — ail 


ou QUICKLY and EASILY to > De 
boss. the job, or GO INTO EREE of Extra 
BUSINESS where Big Pay comes a. Send for 


QUICK—and up to_ $10,000 a 
year can easily be made! 
Needs 


BIGGEST BUSINESS Needs 


Get —— gigantic Aute Business! 777 NEEDS YOU! 
Think of it—é Thousand Million Dollars paid to Auto 
Men — year for upkeep alone! That's why there 
are so many Tremendous Opportunities for Big laises 
tn Pay QUICK for a trained Auto Man—oppor- 
tunities waiting for YOU If you want to boost your 

Common schooling all 


a 


pay QUICK, citp coupon now. 
you need. I help you do it. I give you Lifetime Em- 
ployment Service—Lifetime Consultation Service too, 
Make Money QUICK 
Get the Sond for thie Book right 
FACTS! Now See how hundreds of men are 
their salaries, making Big ertra 
Don’t wait. gutthe Spare-time ev, and getting into 
rh start Money-Making Businesses of their own 
icK RAISE in IN YEARS—but right from 
TODAX, CLIP tart—in FEW SHORT WEEKs, 
Bu N NOW! OR MONTHS! 
B. W. COOKE 
ENGINEER 


CHICAGO MOTOR TRAINING CORP 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 937, Chicago 


JOB-WAY COUPON 


B. W. COOKE, Directing Engineer, 
Chicago Motor Training Corporation, 
1916 Sunnyside Ave., Chicago, I 

Send me FREE Auto Book and proof that I can 
become an Auto Expert at home in spare time. Also 
send your 6 Outfits Offer. It is understood that this 
obligates me in no way. 
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the best 
girl in the office 


“Sue hasn’t been here as long as some of 
the other girls, but she knows ten times as 
much about this business. I’ve watched 
her work during the last six months espe- 
cially—ever since I heard she was study- 
ing at home with the International Corre- 
spondence Schools, 
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bigger work and I’m going to give her 
Miss Robinson’s position at a raise in salary, 
I wish we had more girls like her.” 


Why don’t you study some special subject and 
Prepare to earn more money‘ ? There’s no surer wa 
to do it than by studying at home in spare time with 
the International Correspondence Schools. 


The I. C. S. has a number of courses especially | 
women students | 


arranged for women. Some I. C. S. 
are making as high as $35, $50, $75 and $100 a 
week as private secretaries, artists, 
writers, pharmacists, assistants in chemical labora- 


tories, high-priced sales executives, office managers, | 


advertising writers and in Civil Service and banking. 

Mark and mail the coupon and we'll be glad to 
send you interesting, descriptive booklets telling what 
the I. C. S. can do for you. 


Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet | 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6259-G, Scranton, Penna. 


The oldest and largest correspondence achoola in the world 
Without cost or obligation, please send me your 48-page 


booklet, How Women Are Getting Ahead, and tell me | 


how I can qualify for the position or in the subject before 
which I have marked an &: 


]Private Secretary 
LiAssistant Bank 
Cashier 
DlAccounting 
LiChemistry 
iPharmacy 
[Business English 
LiSpanish 
(JFrench 
ClSalesmanship 
LiBetter Letters 
JStenographer and 


[Civil Service 

School Subjects 
Illustrating 
j/Cartooning 
|Bookkeeping 
Business Law 

|\Corporation Secretary 
JArchitecture 

| |Drafting 

Designing 

Telegraphy 

]Window Trimming 
)Railroad Clerk 
_JDressmaking 
LJMillinery 


Typist 
Oshow Card Lettering 


Name.. 


Street 
Address 


City 
If you reside in C anada, send this coupon to the Jaternee 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreab 


Miramar Brooch 


MAGNIFICENT! Most unique, artistic re roduction of a 
Wat een printing in life-like colors on GENUINE TRANS- 
LUCEN ore gorgeous than Cameos and set in 
Platinum-like setting surrounded by 46 brilliant L’'Mirama 
monds. These Brooches are not sold in Retail Stores. 
Must be seen to be appreciated. Each has safety catch and 
comes in exquisite gift box. Send no money. Just 
Postman $3.85 on delivery 
POSITIVE | MONEY REFUND 
not 
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EWELRY Co. 
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I know she’s ready for | 


expert letter | 


The Prince Who Stole My 


Heart 


Away 


[Continued from page 28] 


“Oh, pardon me. So careless! I was 
christened Broderick Leopold Rupert Al- 
bert William.” 

“Oh, Your Highness! 
call you all those names ? 
just Prince ? 

“For the present yes!” He looked me 
over from my blue slippers to the fluff of 
my head. I think he didn’t quite under- 
stand me yet; for he said: “Would I seem 
inquisitive if I asked you more about 
yourself Sweet?” 

I laughed. It was so delicious. “There 
isn’t much more to tell, Prince. I’m just 
a little poor relation, a detrimental, Aunt 
Martha says.” 

Oh, how his eyes danced! 
more.” 

And I told him. 


How can I ever 
May I call you 


“Tell me 


I read in a novel that 


| there are some men a girl can feel ac- 


quainted with from the very first minute. 
And here I was talking to the Prince just 
like a brother! Yet not exactly like a 
brother. “Father and mother and I live 
in a little country parsonage. Father gets 
it rent free and a hundred dollars every 
vear.” I told him how Aunt Martha had 
invited me, and how I had wanted to see 
him so much! 

“And why did you want to see me, 
Sweet ?” 

I looked into his deep eyes and spoke 
low. For a miracle had happened. All 
fear was gone. “I wanted to see a real 
live Prince, but, when I saw you it was 
just like seeing a fairy Prince, and I knew 
that I would always love you.” 

He made a quick move toward me. I 
thought he was going over the rail, and 
his face turned ruddy in that starry light. 
Then he drew a deep breath. 

“How would you like to be my Princess, 
Sweet?” he asked. “Because a_ fairy 
Prince must have a Princess.” 

He was not laughing at me. I knew it 
must be make-believe: for how could a 
Prince fall in love with me? But it was 
rea! make-believe. The fairy Prince was 
there, and he was waiting: 

“T’d love to be a fairy Princess.” 

I thought he was going to make another 
move toward me: and my heart stood 
still. “What does the fairy Princess do 
when she meets her Prince? I've travelled 
so much, seen so much, lived so much, 
I’ve forgotten about the fairies.” 

“She makes a deep courtesy, so! Prince! 
And she clasps her hands before her and 
says: ‘I thank you Prince. Now I am 
married to Your Highness, and I will do as 
Your Highness commands.’” 


E GAVE me that steel blue flash that 

sends a thrill through me. His face 
had reddened again. “Princess, my Prin- 
cess now! I command that you sit close 
and talk to me. Tell me things I used to 
know, before I was so weary. And a 
look, tired and sad, came into his face. 

“What can I tell you, Prince?” 

“Much, my Princess! You can show me 
all the wonders of the world!” 

He leaned back against the wall and 
closed his eyes. I wanted to sit there like 
that always with my Prince! 

But I couldn’t think of a thing to tell 
him. So I said: “We're ten million feet 
above the world, Prince. We're up in 
Heaven among the stars. There’s no one 
in our world but us. It’s like being on a 
Desert Island.” 

“T’d like to be on a Desert Island, alone, 
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Sweet! On a night like this. It would 
be superb. No dinners, no engagements. 
Just the w ide stretch of sand and shining 
water. 

“And me, Prince!” 

I was sure that he was going to grab 
me that time. I caught my breath gasp- 
ingly. I would have died. But he sank 
back in his chair. “You make me forget 
myself! Yes, Sweet! You, too, of course.” 

“Would you like to hear about two 
people who lived like that, with a cave 
for a house and seaweed for clothing? 
Because you'll want to know if you're go- 
ing to take me there.” 

He gave me the strangest look. The 
wind blew across us and spread a cloud 
over the stars. We were shut in. It was 
our world to-night. “I would love to hear 
about those two people, Sweet.” 


I FELT very bold. “Then lean back and 
close your eyes, because it’s a story.” 

The Prince did as | bade him. And | 
told him this story: 

“It happened in the middle of the big 
ocean. The great ship struck an iceberg 
and went down. A Lady was on board 
and a Gentleman. The Lady had _ her 
cook, Maggie. She was very rich and 
never went anywhere without Maggie. 
When the Ship went down the Gentleman 
swam to the Lady and caught her by the 
hair of her head. It was long and golden 
and it twined around him like a net of 
sunbeams. The Gentleman caught up a 
life-preserver and put it on Maggie, the 
cook. You see he wanted to save the 
Lady all himself. 

“They swam until dark, the Gentleman 
keeping hold of the lady’s golden hair; 
and Maggie holding the Lady’s hand. 
When it was night Maggie began to cry, 
but the Lady did not cry. She loved the 
Gentleman and was happy to be with him 
on land or sea. The stars came out; but 
still they swam on. By and by, the Gentle- 
man saw a dark spot on the surface of the 
sea. He swam for it. It was a Desert 
Island. They landed there in the night 
and the Gentleman found a cave where 
they could sleep. Maggie and the Lady 
slept in the cave, but the Gentleman lay 
outside it, for he feared that savages might 
come, and he loved the Lady dearly. 

“Next day he caught fish; and he found 
a banana tree far in the Island, and a 
cocoanut grove. Maggie cooked over a 
fire of dried wood from ships that had 
been wrecked and tossed up on that Island. 
In one old wreck the Gentleman found a 
cabin full of tinned things, plenty to eat. 

“They would have been very happy but 
they were lonesome. The Lady lived i 
her cave with Maggie; and the Gentleman 
lived in a cave right back of her. Every 
night the Lady would climb the rocks over 
her cave; and the Gentleman would climb 
his rocks. They would sit and hold hands 
until very late. Then they would go back 
to their separate caves, and the Lady 
would cry. Maggie would hold her in her 
arms and say: ‘The poor lonesome lamb! 
Oh, if there was only a Priest here.’ 

“They wanted to get married so much, 
so they could live in the same cave. Mag- 
gie used to watch the seas and pray for a 
Priest. Every night the Lady would kiss 
the Gentleman good night, and cry on 
Maggie’s shoulder until morning. She 
— to be with the Gentleman so ter- 
ribDly. 
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Remember the old-fashioned 
mustard plaster Grandma 
pinnedaround yourneck when 
you had a coldor asore throat? 

It worked, but my how it burned 
and blistered! 

Musterole breaks up colds and does 
its work more gently. Rubbed over 
the throat or chest, it penetrates the 
skin with a tingling warmth that brings 
relief at once. 

Made from pure oil of mustard, it is 
a clean, white ointment good for all 
the little household ills. 

Keep Musterole handy and use at 
the first sign of tonsillitis, croup, 
neuritis, rheumatism or a cold. 

To Mothers: Musterole is also made 

in milder form for babies and small chil- 

dren. Ask for Children’s Musterole. 

The Musterole Co., Cleveland, Ohio 
Jars & Tubes 


BETTER THAN A MUSTARD PLASTER 


To advertise Sterlite Diamonds, we will give. ABSOLUTELY FRE 
of Ladies richly engraved. jeweled, platinum finish Wrist Watch, Gents finely 
jeweled genuine 8 Day Watch, or Gents latest style Radium Dial Strap Watch, 
with each Sterlite ring when purchased under this easy weekly payment plan 
All three watches are fine, reliable, accurate timekeepers. Sterlite Diamonds 
have the brilliant, dazzling, blue-white, flashing fire of real diamonds. Send 10 
cents with order, strip paper ring size, state Ladies or Gents style On arrival, 
pay Postman first payment of only 98 cents plus postage. Then send us $1.00 a 
week for six weeks—$6.98 in all. We trust you, ask no references, and will 


adly refund first payment if you delighted. 
BALTIMORE. MD. 


TERLING CO. ROOM 
STUDY AT HOME 


Become a lawyer. Legally trained 


ning. Law-trained men ear 

$5,000 to $10,000 

We guide you step r y step. You can train at home dur- 

ing spare time. Degree of LL.B. conferred. LaSalle 
students found ——— practicing attorneys of every 

. We furnish all text material, including fourteen-volume Law 
- Low, cost, easy term Get our valuable 108-page “‘Law 

Guide’ and ‘‘Evidence’’ books free. Send for them 
LaSalle Extension University, Dept.1250-L Chicago 
World's Largest Business Training Institution 


ay Shapely Foot Is a Joy Forever > 
BEAUTIFY YOUR FEET 


The‘‘Perfection’”’ Toe Spring 
REMOVES THE ACTUAL 
CAUSE of BUNION & 

enlarged Worn ha 
night, with auxiliary PY 
appliance for day use. 
Send outline of foot 
Straighten Your Toes 
h That B 


Agents wanted to sell my 
specialties (2, 


C.R. ACFIELDj 
Foot Specialties 


Write Dept. all 


A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE 


Can Easily be Yours 
Trados Model No. 25 


corrects now all ill-shaped noses 
quickly, painlessly, permanent- 
ly and comfortably at home. It 
is the only nose-shaping appli- 
ance of precise adjustment and 
a safe and guaranteed patent de- 
vice that will actually give you 
a perfect looking nose. Over 
90,000 satisfied use:s. For years 
recommended by physicians. 
16. years of experience in manu- 
facturing Nose Shapers is at 
your service. 
Model 25 jr. for children. 

Awarded Prize Medal by big 
Wembley Exposition, London, 
England. Write for testimonials and free booklet, which tells 
you how ‘ RILE” a perfect looking nose. 

ILETY, Pioneer Noseshaping Specialist 

Dept. oe Binghamton, N. Y. 


og. 
1328 Broadway, New York 


“The Gentleman made a flagpole from a 
banana tree. He tied his shirt to it, and 
he waved it whenever a dark spot came 
on the sea. One day a ship came sailing 
up to the Island. There was a Priest on 
board who married the Lady and Gentle- 
man, and all the sailors danced at the 
wedding. They wanted to take the Lady 
and Gentleman away with them, but they 
wouldn't leave their Desert Island. They 
were so glad to be married, and it wasn’t 
lonesome for the Lady after that. The 
Gentleman built a big stone house right 
in the rocks, and he and the Lady lived 
in it. And Maggie was happy, too, be- 
cause one of the sailors had married her, 
and she and the sailor did the cooking 
and caught fish. 

“The Lady and Gentleman had nothing 
to do but sit out on the rocks and love 
each other. One day the Lady cried dread- 
fully. And the Gentleman was so sorry. 
She was crying to think how dreadful it 
would have been—if the Priest hadn't 
come. Because they would have had to 
live apart always, of course. They were 
so pleased that it turned out that way for 
them. 

“They had twelve children, then. And 
they were happy ever after!” 

The Prince opened his eyes. I thought 
he had been asleep. “How old are you, 
Sweet?” he asked. 

“Nearly seventeen.” He kept so still 
that I was afraid he did not realize how 
mature I was; “And I’m very old for my 
age, Prince. I was always old. For one 
whole year when I was thirteen I used to 

“And what did you cry about, Sweet?” 

“The sorrows of the world, Prince! I 
used to cry about the Lady who wanted 
to be with the Gentleman, and the Priest 
who was so long in coming.” 


TS Prince sat up and looked around. 
His color looked deeper in the night. 
He gazed at the stars, the distant sea; 
“Does there happen to be a Priest around 
here, do you think?” 

“Prince !” 

“Or a minister; or even a justice of the 
peace ?” 

“Prince! Are you really going to make 
me a Princess?” 

The Prince got to his feet because the 
clocks were striking eleven. “My time is 
up,” he said. He held out his hand to me. 
I just touched it with my finger tips. My 
hands were icy cold. Yet they felt hot. 
It was too much to touch my Prince. “Let 
me take you down the Tower stairs, 
Sweet,” he offered. 

But I dared not take a step because my 
slippers would drop off 

“Will you come up here to-morrow night, 
Sweet? At ten?” 

“Yes, Prince.” 

He took a step and all the stars in 
Heaven stood still. He put his hand upon 
the little Tower door and I trembled. I 
shaded my eyes. The glory of his face 
was too much. 

“Tomorrow night at ten, 
to talk about that Priest!” 

I could hardly wait for ten o’clock the 
next night to come. An hour earlier I 
stole up the Tower stairs. I wanted to | 
sit out on that little balcony and dream 
about my Prince, and the Priest. Oh, could | 
it be all a mimic world when it was so 
real to me! I had on my same little blue 
dress and the slippers. 

The clock struck ten, and the Prince 
stood there! He looked just the same, 
only more glorious! He carried a steamer | 
rug. “It’s raining, Sweet,” he said. 

I looked 
wanted to cry, but the Prince knew a way: 
“T think we can sit out, Sweet, if we sit 


Sweet. I want 
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$50to$250 
a Week in 


Get into the great 
new BIG-PAY in- 
dustry—Radio. 
Thousands of fine 

openings await the 

trained man in this 
quick-growing pro- 
fession. If you’re 
earning a penny less 
than $50a week,clip 


coupon now. Send 
for AMAZING FREE 
BOOK. Positions every- 
where. Short hours. BIG 
PAY. Free book gives=™ 


All This FREE 7). the 
of Extra Cost. 


All instruments shown 
here and others sent to 


all my students free of 
extra cost under, short 
time special offer. This 
: training is intensely 
practical — these instru- 
ments help you do 
practical wor My R 
dio course is World- Fa- “Just finished 
mous as the traini that 
‘pays for itself.’ "These 
instruments and my prac- 
tical methods of\teaching| station. Your 
ay enable you to add to your| course made 
income just a few weeks 
after starting, through| Pp 
spare-time work I teach] Grad. J. E. 
you todo. Millions of | Fetzer Chief 
receiving sets now in use| Eng. WEMC 
everywhere offer an un- “ 
limited field for profitable Use = 
spare-time work while learn- 
ing. Hundreds of students earn | “T°DCe ~ YOUr 
i the cost of training many times to auc bee 
over, long before graduation. 


Learn Quickly At Home 
The Practical Way 


Lack of experience or education 
needn't hold you back—common 
schooling is all you need to start. I 
Start you at the beginning and train 

= you thoroughly by tested practical 
methods that make it easy for you to 
learn. You learn quickly and pleas- 

antly at home in your spare time. 
delay, no scrimping or scraping, no los- 
>) ing time from work toget yourtraining. 
Your satisfaction absolutely guaran- 
teed bya moosy back bond. Send for 
=) FREE BOOK and proof to-day—full 
'nformation about Radio field and how 
|i prepare you and help you start. 
Mail to-day—no obligation. 

J. E. SMITH, President 
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE 
Washington, D. C. 


FREE BOOK COUPON ~MAIL NOW 


Graduate L. 


| J. E. Smith, President 
' National Radio Institute 
Dept. PX9, Washington 


Dear Mr. Smith: 


Without obligating me in any way, please send me full 
information on the Radio field and your practical home- 
| study methods of Radio training. 


up. The stars were gone. T 


close to the Tower wall, with this rug | 
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“My Clothes Don’t 
Look Home- Made 


“T’ve been sewing 
for years,’’ writes 
Mrs. Mary C. 
Adams, I 
can see now that I 
never really knew how 
to make a dress until 
the Woman’s Institute 
showed me the correct 


way—the easy way to 
design, cut, fit and finish. 
“T learned just the things 
I needed to know to over- 
come that troublesome home- 
made look and put real style 
into all my clothes. I can make 
them as smart and chie as any 
fashionable modiste because I 
make them the same way!” 
FREE 8° OK LET coupon 
for Free Booklet which tells 
what the Woman's Institute has done 
for 230,000 other women and girls 
and how it can help you to have more 
and prettier clothes, and earn $20 to 
$40 a week at home. 


WOMAN'S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 6-M, Scranton, Penna. 
Please send me, without cost or obligation, a 
copy of one of your booklets and tell me how 
I can learn the subject marked X below: 


Home Dressmaking Millinery 
OC Professional Dressmaking C Cooking 
Advertising OStenographer-Typist 
Private Secretary (JShow Card Latter ing 
Assistant Bank LICivil Servi 
Cashier (jHigh S« hool "Sub! sets 
Accounting Illustrating 


Chemistry Cartooning 
Pharmacy }1Bookke eping 

Business English Business Law 

Spanish French Drafting 

Salesmanship Telegraphy 
Name 


(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) 


The Woman's Institute is associated with 
the International Correspondence Schools 


"Money, Happiness, | 

Success!—all sym- 
new KY MAG- 
NET” 


YIVZ compels, mystifies! Be 
Yj/~ RICH! Win at games, bus- 
< iness, love. Order Yours Now! 
= Send NO Money 


Pay postman $2.98 on arrival. 


NAY 


Postage paid. Guaranteed. 


WS S Bradiev. Ls 37 Newton. MASS. 


Distinctive-Individual 


Stationery: 


THE style and charm of Ramsay 
Papeterie will amaze and delight 
you..,..a real luxury. And yet you 
may now obtain a special box of 
this exclusive personal stationery 
postpaid for $1.00. Your name 
and address imprinted in stylish lustre blue, 
COPPERPLATE GOTHIC LETTERS on 100 Double 
Sheets with Baronial Envelopes to match. 

Merely write (print) your name and address clearly 
enclose with $1.00. Complete Satisfaction Guarante ed 
Ramsay Company 1106 Pine St., St. Louis, Mo. 


Exquisite Compact with 
Your~Picture Hand Colored 


snapshot or photo (any 

size) permanently reproduced 

and hand colored on thin model 

compact. Full size mirror, umproved 

n sifter (use your favorite 

brand), removable rouge cake (chorce 

of Djer Kiss or Gilbrand) medium, 
fight, dark. 

Without picture $1.98. Complete 
with picture, $2.30. REGULAR 
VALUE $4.00. Send 
mo money. Pay post- 
man when delivered. 
GUARANTEED 


GILBERT MFG. CO., [Dept.C 234 Fifth ofve., N.Y 


over us. That will keep us warm and dry.’ 

baie sat up close to the wall, side by 
side, in our chairs, with the rug pulled up 
to our chins. I hadn’t even noticed the 

errs and the Prince pretended not to 
notice. We sat there, our heads close to- 
gether, the rain pattering on our faces, 
|the rug keeping us warm! I felt his 
| presence, as I had not felt him last night, 
'so darling and so close. And I knew that 

I loved my Prince. Of course I had to 
let him speak first. 

“What are you thinking about, Sweet?” 
he asked. Then he corrected himself, “My 
Fairy Princess? 

“The Priest, Your Highness! 

He looked at the flagpole that held its 
beacon light toward Heaven: “The signal 
is hoisted. We're ship-wrecked, but the 
Priest will come.” And he did not laugh. 


HEN he does not laugh I know that 

my Prince is telling the truth. I 
pulled the rug right up to my chin: “This 
is the way mother and Aunt Ruth went to 
China on a sailing vessel, to be mission- 
aries, Prince.” 

He closed his eyes. I knew what a day 
he'd had, polo; receptions; everything! “Is 
it a story, Sweet? Then tell it to me, but 

{don’t move away. I can hear you, better 
| when you turn your face this way! 

And I told him the story of how mother 
and Aunt Ruth went to China years ago, 
to carry the Message. And how Aunt 
Ruth was kidnapped by the savages and 
died. And, after that, mother came home 
and lectured about missions. “Then, she 
met father, Prince. They were married 
|right up at Cherry Vale, and they’ve lived 
there ever since. Mother was forty years 
old. And, when I was born she named me 
| Fdna, after father. His name is Edward. 
And mother knew she could never have 
!another child. And, that’s all.” 

The Prince opened his eyes: “How did 
she know she could never have another 
child, Sweet ?” 

The Prince asks such strange questions, 
when he knows everything in the world, 
but I had to answer: 

“God told her so, Prince. God tells 
people all the great things in life. And 
when God does not tell them God’s Ap- 
pointed tells it to them.” 

The Prince’s eves were liked deep sap- 
phires, and his voice was low and waiting, 
as if he really wanted to learn; “And who 
is God’s Appointed ?” 

“God’s Appointed is her husband. Once 
I asked mother something. And father 
shook his head: “No, Wife! That is for 
| God’s Appointed to tell her.” 

“T see, I see,” said the Prince. And his 
voice was like whispers in the night. 

The Prince’s eyes were dancing, but he 
turned the subject. “What do you do all 
day, Sweet? What do those pretty hands 
find to do?” 

I laughed right out when I thought of 
my hands. “I love to work in clay, Prince; 
to model images: heads of people I love!” 

did not mean to be bold, but it slipped 
out. “I modeled a head of you, Prince. 
It’s in the rocks, down by the lily pool.” 

The Prince sat up: “Where is that lily 
pool?” 

I leaned over the railing and pointed to 
the long path: “Beyond the arbor.” 

“Will you meet me there to-morrow af- 
ternoon at three?” 

“Yes, Prince!” 

He had to hurry for the clocks had 
struck, and there was a grand ball on. 

Part way down the stairs he called 
hack in half whisper. “That signal is upon 
the flagpole, Sweet. The Priest is coming 
surely !” 

I took off my slippers three sizes too big 
and went softly down stairs. 
| J met the Prince at the pool next day at 
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three. I wore a little checked dress and 
my pumps. They were patent leather be- 
fore the shine wore off, but I hoped the 
Prince would not notice that. 

He was on time but I was working on 
the clay figurine and did not see him until 
he gave a soft “Hello!” And there he 
stood in polo togs. He stepped on a stone 
and leaped, and stood beside me. He looked 
down at my dress, my shoes; “Why 
Sweet!” His face expressed astonishment. 
He was like a laughing boy full of pranks; 
and he walked around me, flecking things 
with his riding stock, inspecting me as 
though I were a prize pony. Then he sat 
down on the rocks, right close to me, and 
leaned back his head and laughed; laughed 
until the trees rocked and the lily bells 
rang. I knew he was laughing at me, but 
I wasn’t going to cry. 

“It’s your feet, Sweet! Your little feet! 
And I thought you had feet like an ele- 
phant. Come Sweet! Don’t be angry. 
But you don’t know how funny you looked 
last night with those great big slippers 
and you so slight and dainty. Let me 
laugh, Sweet! I thought you were an 
angel. But you're just a girl after all, 
and you wore those slippers because they 
matched your dress. They must have been 
made for a big powerful girl. Where can 
one buy slippers, Sweet? And _ stockings 
to match?” He paused abruptly. 

Aunt Martha stepped through the brush. 
She stared at me, at the Prince. His 
Highness did not flicker an eyelash as he 
spoke. Aunt Martha stood there, listen- 
ing. What else could she do? She had to 
smile, but her eye as she glanced at me 
was terrible. 

The Prince saw that look; “My dear 
Mrs. Townsend! Your coming is most 
opportune. Indeed I could not have wished 
for anything more timely. I was crossing 
your charming estate and chanced to see 
this delightful lily pool. I descended and 
here, so fortunately, I found your talented 


niece. She had been modelling a clay 
figure of me. I am sure my mother will 
want it. She is an amateur sculptor. She 


will show you, when you visit her iniorm- 
ally.” 

Aunt Martha began to wriggle with joy, 
but the Prince would not permit her to 
speak. 

“Your niece has told me about her home 
up the Hudson, (I questioned her) and 
about her reverend father, your brother! 
I would like to motor her home tomorrow 
and meet her father and mother.” 

Aunt Martha choked. Father driving 
old Miriam! The little parsonage with 
pigeons in the chimney! The marble cen- 
ter table, the family Bible! Mother bring- 
ing out the tea tray! Everything shabby! 
Her face was as good as a play. 

“Impossible Prince! I could not permit 


HE Prince turned to me. “Would you 
like to have me take you home, Sweet ?” 
We saw Aunt Martha gasp and wilt, 
but the Prince had it his way. He was 
to motor me home, next day. 
I went back to my room, trembling, but 
Aunt Martha did not come near me. 
Only, next morning, when the Prince 
and I were seated in his car, she came out 
and kissed me effusively. We had tele- 
phoned ahead to mother. I was afraid she 
would be scandalized to see me driving 
with the Prince, only the chauffeur and 
a footman, and behind us a trailer. The 
Prince always had one for fear a tire 
would blow out. I wondered if Mother 


would have anything in the house. Sup- 
pose it was one of the lean days! I pre- 
pared the Prince for it. 

“Prince, father isn’t rich like Aunt 


Martha, and sometimes there isn’t very 
much. One night we had only a ham bone 
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in the house, but while I was singing ‘The | 

Lord Will Provide,’ at Family Prayers, a 

‘couple came to be married. The man only 

| gave father two dollars because they were 

poor, but father went out and bought a 
report | Wedding feast, cake and everything.” 

st toCoast, Canadato Mexico. loud and clear The Prince stopped the car; “T've just 


ker; outperform $100 to $200 sets. Some 


on spea. to ) ~ 
Trial proves it Most Selective Cleese | thought of something, Sweet. It’s most 


fine b-tube ration, Solid walnut cabinet Wrtefer | DOthersome, but someone has sent me a 
Factory Prices—SAVE Up to% present. I can’t refuse it.’ He motioned 
Every set completely assembled, rigidly test | 
fully guaranteed. Ultra-5, $49.76 list. Speakers. | to the trailer; and spoke to its chauffeur. 
batteries, tubes, etc. at big savings. 
Free!ieratire, users testimony | .USER. It sped away. Up, in the city, it passed 

y a 3 SPE 

P MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION MANTED! us, loaded to the top. The Prince looked 
493-€ Miraco Bidg..Cincinnati,o, iscounty | bored. “Such a nuisance; your mother 

will have to take these packages off my 

hands.” I thought of mother and I could 
have caught him to me and kissed him, 
and he knew it. 
: 
Then the Prince said: “Now we’ll drive 
to the stocking shop, Sweet.” 
I looked straight ahead. Father is very 

Wh zou severe to men who buy stockings for 

=| ring res, pay postman only $3.89. girls. He said to mother: “Wife, I tell 

ie days, e i you! When a man buys stockings for a 

may ibe discontinued at an woman, he expects to put them on!” 


INKLIN JEWELRY CO., 
E-99 Nassau St., New York 
A mother said: “Edward! I am 

amazed! Edna is present!” 
a wee kK Father went around like a whipped dog. 
StlingS hirts |So when the Prince mentioned buying 
Fred Frankel, Ill., writes: “7 earnea 4 | Stockings for me I looked straight ahead. 
$110 first week selling Carlton Shirts Mother says that is how to manage em- 
| | barrassing situations. I pretended I had 


per cent. cash commissions daily and big not heard. I held my chin high and sniffed 


extra bonuses. 
WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES the air 
CARLTON MILLS, Inc., Shirt Mfrs. ‘ 
114 Fifth Ave., Dept. 104-D. New York After a minute the Prince said: “For- 
—— /give me, Sweet!” 
NOJOKE TO BE DEAF | Of course a thoroughbred forgives in- 
stantly. So I replied: “Don’t mention it!” 
—Every Deaf Person Knows That i . 
Po ten he hear, after being deaf for 25 years, and the Prince choked as if he was swal- 
lowing his tonsils. 


with these Artificial Ear 
A jolt in the road threw us together. 
» one sees them. When we were righted again the Prince’s 
how deatandbowlmake EarDrum | Hand lay on my knee, palm up, fingers 
GEO. P.WAY, Artificial EarDrumCo.(inc.) | Partly curled. His wrist was brown, blue 
\75 Hoffman Bldg. 2539 Woodward. Detrolt, Mich. | veins like enamel on bronze, and the cup 
jof his hand looked warm and strong as 
though it could protect me. I turned my 


| 


seaurecaL’ + |eyes ever so cautiously to him. He was 

| | looking at me and waiting: “I love you, 
M. Trilety’s new shaper, : “ 

together with. its. thick lip | | Edna, but I will wait for you to come to 

astringent lotion, will now me ” 

reduce protruding, prominent, 1 1 f he 

thick, unshapely lips to nor- | I laid my hand in the open cup of his 

mal and thus improve your | $ rt 

hand. He let it rest there not moving. If 

My A appliance is com: 'he had stirred or touched me, I think I 
ortable, easy to adjust, anc } ? 

is worn’ at night. It will also | | Should have fainted, for that queer feel- 

promote correct breathing ant | | ing in my breast. And, by and by, after 

eliminate the harmful and 

annoying habit of snoring. heavenly hours, we came down into Cherry 
Write for full information, 

testimonials, ete., without any \ ale to the parsonage. — 

obligation on your part. Father and mother were waiting for us. 


M. Trilety Dept. 138-S P, Binghamton, N.Y. The Prince helped me out. Father met 
— |us at the foot of the porch steps. I was | 
so proud of him, with his silvery hair and | 
white beard. The Prince shook hands | 
an ORIENTAL HOROSCOPE | with him, all smiles. Mother was at the | 


| 
head of the little steps. She wore her 


It will tell your lucky black silk : and her hair was pa rted nae 
month, days, birth- 
— 5 each side of her face like the folded wings | 


love e, . 
ARYBODY esd, one of a white dove. We all went into the | 
Be centatothe house, the Prince holding fast to mother’s 
CRYSTAL BALL CO. hand like a boy. 
901 Broadway, N. Y. C. Dept. 491 7 
<a We sat down in the parlor and mother 


went out to get the tea tray. She and I 
brought the things in and served. And 
such a tea tray! Cake and sandwiches; 
and tea and clotted cream. Where did | 
mother get it all? But, before we could 
eat father had to say Grace. He prayed 
for those in High Authority. 


eld everywhere operating 

“New System Specialty 
wholesale or retail, all or 
ish everything and teach you 
tablish ou in P 


how. Few doll 
big paying business of your own, “ We couldn’t talk much, there was such 
a stamping in the barn. Father explained 


W.Hillyer Ragsdale, Drawer 207 E.Orange,N.J 


it to the Prince: “That’s Miriam. She 
detests automobiles. Miriam was a colt | 
before automobiles came in, and she can’t | 
get used to them.” 

Father got up to go out to the barn; 
the highest Bald, men the vorld are adver icing You | and the Prince and mother and I followed. 
|The Prince motioned to the chauffeurs | 
Send for FREE Book. Giving interesting information and vital and they backed the cars down into the | 
jroad. .Mapiam was in her stall, her ears 
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New Electric 
Records 
at Half Price 


Sixteen Latest Selections 
Electrically Recorded 


BECAUSE I LOVE YOU 


Irving Berlin's Newest Hit—Tenor Solo 


SOMEONE IS LOSIN’ SUSAN 


Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) 


THIS IS MY LUCKY DAY 


Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) 


BARCELONA 


Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) 


CHERIE, | LOVE YOU 


Waltz (Vocal Chorus) 


Keep Your Kisses Looking at the World 
Fox Trot Thru Rose Colored 
Maybe Mil Glasses 
Tenor Solo Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) 
Rosita A Little Squeeze 
Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) Fox Trot 
Black Bottom Me Too 
Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) Tenor and Baritone Duet 
Breezin’ Along With i'm OnMy Way Home 
the Breeze Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) 
Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) V'llMake You Answer 
Baby Face es 
Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) Fox Trot (Vocal Chorus) 


Here is the biggest bargain in phonograph rec- 
ords ever offered. Brand new Electrically Re- 
corded records—the highest quality made, sold to 
you direct from factory, at HALF the usual re- 
tail price. Never before such tone! Glance at the 
list of sixteen selections above—all for only 
$2.98. Records are ten-inch size, double face. 
All the big hits, the most popular tunes, are in- 
cluded. Electric recording gives more volume, 
sweeter tone, truer reproduction. You must 
hear them to appreciate the difference ! 


Over 350,000 people have already bought 
NATIONAL records by mail. 


SEND NO MONEY 


Let us send you this complete set of SIXTEEN Elec- 
trically Recorded selections for 10 days’ trial. Just 
mail the coupon or a letter. When the package ar- 


| rives, give the postman $2.98 plus delivery charges, 


then TRY THE RECORDS. If you are not completely 
satisfied, SEND THE SET BACK and every penny 
you have paid will be refunded AT ONCE. Mail the 
coupon NOW, 

NATIONAL MUSIC LOVERS, Inc. 

Dept. G-2612, 327 West 36th St.,New York “™ 


Please send me for 10 days’ trial, your collection of 16 
very latest selections, all Electrically Recorded, on eight 


| double-face, ten-inch records. I will pay the postman only 


$2.98 plus delivery charges on arrival. I reserve the right to 
return them at any time within 10 days, and you will refund 
my money. (Outside U. S. $3.75, cash with order.) 


jin 


— Ti 
MIRAC™ 
| RADIC 
GETSE 
COAST 
Send for P 
| 
/ 
389), | 
A 
you 
Was 
| 
ne CANDIES | 
en and women, rich| 
The 
tire 
her 
up- 
re- 
unt 
ery 


uppose You Were Of: 


ds * 
rket Price 
Suppose a reason you rare- 
ly think of makes possible 


here radically low prices, 
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representative people, 
bankers, lawyers, mer- 
chants, others— continually 
reap thisadvantage.Every- 
thing sent for Free Ex- 
amination. This3/ 4century, 
oldest, largest diamond 
banking institution in the 
world,—over $1,000,000.00 
rating, — Converts into 
cash the diamonds on 
which money was loa 

and not repaid. Loan val- 
ues, a fraction of market 


eash deals direct with Eu- 
ropean cutters. 

Tremendous val- 
ues, must sell 


When Much Less 
Buys The Same 
See this 3/4 less 1/16 carat, 
snappy solitaire for $69.50. 
Try to match at $115.00. Ex- 
amine free any bargain at 
our risk. Startling, legiti- 
mate offers here of dia- 
monds at 60% of market 
price. Send now for full 
details. Diamonds of 
unusual qualities (also 
watches) from unpaid 
— offered at radically 
‘iow prices based on mere 
loan values. Then too, we 
have hundreds of diamonds 
from big, cash, European 
deals with diamond cutters, 
who sacrificed these gems 
away under the market. Send 
now for latest offers of thie 
internationally known 
headquarters. 


Unpaid Loan Listings 
Ready—As Low A 


$60a Carat 


Radically different from @ 
catalog. List accurately de- 
scribes every diamond, in 
full detail with guaranteed 
exact weight, color,quality, 
ete. Explains Guaranteed 
Cash, — like Insurance 
Policy Loan = 


ull details of free examination 
offers. Don't wait, the ver 
diamond you nt my 4 be in 
this very list at a price that will 
amaze you. Costs nothing to 
see jrite today. A postal 
will door — 


Mail Coupon NOW! 


JOS. DEROY & SONS 
Only Opposite Postoffice 
Witnout obligation to buy, send me free, in 

plain envelope, your latest Bargain List of Dia- 
monds, Watches, and other Jewels. 


Marine National Bank; Union Trust Co., Pittsburgh, 
Your bank can look us up in mercantile agencies. 
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Goodrich, Goodyear, Firestone 
Fisk, ete. Tenthousandsteady Chicago 
users. Ed Meyers of Austin says he gets 
6000 to 12000 miles. Beet standard makes. 
slightly used, and treated by secret process. 

GUARANTEE! 
No matter how long New Lower Prices 


y ] use thom, rg cond Tire only $1 
replace at HALF Ist 2nd New 
PUtE Cc H ASE Tire Tire Tube 


Perfect [20x83 6.25$1 $1.45 
6 30 70 


i} 
oldest and largest [31x4 8.00 
tire shop in Chi- 8.90 
cago. Keep this ad 9 90 
foryourguarantee. [34x4 10.50 

6,000 MILES = [32x434 11.00 
Big Tire Sale! Pay [33x44 11.50 
regular price for 12.00 
first tire. Second [135x444 13.00 


costs you only $1, 13 60 
All makes, sizes, > 14.00 
treads. Tubes are}35x5 14.50 


eads 
BRAND NEW,]37x6 15,00 
STS. 

5 ¢ Olscount, if all cash with order. 
Or send $1 deposit for EACH tire ordered, 
balance C.O. D, to your postman. Orders 
shipped same day received. Quantities lim- 
ited at these prices, so order quic 


U.S.TireExchange 


| Father reasoned with her; I picked her 
some grass and mother brought her a 
lump of sugar. Father took her halter off 
so she could go out and see for herself 
that they had gone. “She'll be all right 
now,” said father. 
| The Prince looked down the road: “I'll 
| have to leave you that trailer, Dr. Flower.” 
3ut father shook his head. “It would 
hurt Miriam’s feelings, and she’s been a 
good horse to me.” 


E WENT back into the house and 

finished our tea. And, when we had 
eaten, father looked at me. If the house 
was on fire Father would say a prayer at 
| the close; “Daughter, lead us in prayer.” 
I was so happy I couldn't think of a prayer 
for the Close so I folded my hands. The 
Prince bowed his head. I said: “Oh 
Father, who hath so mysteriously ushered 
us into an unfinished world, help us to do 
our part in the great work before we fall 
asleep.” 
| The Prince said 

looked surprised as if I 
grown up. 
| And then the Prince said, “That’s what 
| IT want to talk about, the great work Edna 
is going to do. She has talent as a sculp- 
tor. She must study in Paris, in Lau- 
sanne.” 

But father shook his head. “We are 
humble workers in the Vineyard, Prince.” 

“I’ve thought of all that, Sir,” the Prince 
broke in. “There are scholarships, mon- 
eyed prizes. Edna made a figure of me, 
someone will buy it. I’m selfish in want- 
ing her to go over.” 

Father looked at him and said: “You are 
a good man, Prince.” 

3ut mother had a strange look, as if 
God were telling her something. 

Then the Prince said: “There is a 
church on my estate. Would it interest 
|you, Sir? It carries a high endowment.” 

Mother answered: “Our work is here, 
Prince. Our poor would miss us.” 

While they were talking about sending 
me to Paris a great barking rose outside. 
Father got up! The Prince looked at 
everybody to see what was going to hap- 
pen next. Father explained, “That’s old 
Rover. He wants to come into the house.” 

All that time I was sitting close to the 
| Prince. Mother motioned me_away. It 
looked too familiar. But the Prince saw 
her and said: 

“Tt is time to speak out, Mrs. Flower. 
I love Edna. We have said ‘Yes!’ to each 
other.” 

Father 
child.” 

“She’s nearly seventeen Dr. Flower. My 
grandfather went up out of the Balkans 
and brought back the Princess Ingurtha 
when she was seventeen. And my father 
found my mother, the Princess Onna when 
she was sixteen.” 

“But Edna is just a simple little Ameri- 
can girl and you have known her only a 
short time! Are you sure you love her 
with the love that endures?” 
| There was silence. Quite shamelessly 
the Prince held out his hand, and I laid 
my hand in his. 

Father said: 
ioned people, wife and I. 
been brought up in innocence. 


“Amen,” but father 
had _ suddenly 


stared: “But Edna is only a 


“Prince we are old fash- 
And Edna has 
She knows 


nothing of the world, nor of men. Our 
creed is from the old Bible, that a woman 
shall be subject to a man, a wife to her 
husband. That throws a great responsi- 
bility upon you, Prince. You'll pardon me 
if I speak plainly before I give you my 
little girl.” 

The Prince rose to his feet and stood in 
front of father. He took a blade from a 
sheath in his belt; “I have carried this 
always. It was given to me by my grand- 
father, the great king of battles with the 
command that I use it only in defence of 
my love. Now, therefore, I take it in my 
two hands so!” He bent it double and 
there was a flash and the snapping of 
metal. “And may the Lord do so to me 
and more also.” 

Again there was dead silence. The 
Prince threw the broken metal upon the 
table. Father bowed his head: “Enough!” 


HEN mother gave us a look, that look 

of understanding; “Would you like to 
take the Prince outside, Edna, and show 
him the flower beds?” 

Darling mother, and what a look the 
Prince gave me. We went out and down 
the steps. In the front yard is an oak 
tree with a seat underneath. We sat down 
and looked at each other. We were so 
new that there seemed always something 
fresh to see at a turn of the head. We 
understood each other’s hearts; for so a 
man and woman are made to understand. 

I felt his arm about me. The light from 
the front door touched his head. Mother 
stood in the front door with Rover, but 
over us the oak branches bent low shield- 
ing us with their pagoda of leaves, and I 
leaned against the Prince’s arm. 

“I come of a hot-blooded race, Sweet, 
and I must not frighten you.” 

“But if a woman loves—” and I felt my- 
self leaning to him, forgetting that I was 
afraid. We sat so until mother called us. 

We found father pacing the floor. “I 
want Edna to sing to you,” said mother 
softly. I went to the piano and sang the 
song mother sang to father the night he 
proposed to her, sang it as father likes it: 


“Oh fair dove, oh fond dove, 
Oh dove with the white, white breast— 
To think I have come to this your home 
And my heart is full of rest.” 


The Prince and I stood together, Rover 
watching solemnly. Then father put out 
his hands: “Defend, oh Lord, this Thy 
child with Thy Heavenly Grace. And 
grant that he may grow in wisdom more 
and more.” 

Rover went “Woof, woof,” and father 
opened his eyes and saw that his hands 
were resting on Rover’s head. Then he 
looked at the Prince and the Prince lifted 
up his face: “Oh Lord, watch between 
Edna and me while we are absent one from 
another.” He took a charm off his watch 
fob and put it in my hand. It read 
“Mizpah!” He stooped and kissed me. 

Then the Prince drove away! I stood 
at the gate and watched as long as I could 
see his waving hand. 

And, now, I’m going to Paris. And to 
Switzerland! All over the world! For 
I’m going to be a Queen some day! And 
IT must be a splendid Queen! Queen Edna, 
the noblest Queen a King ever knew. 


O* I know what it is to go down into the shadow of great suffering, to be 
dazed and numb with pain. I went, I tried to go gladly, for my mother. For 


her I was making the supreme sacrifice. 


But there are miracles about us and a 


| great change comes into the heart of a man. That's how a light shone about me in 


the darkness and I came to “My Wonderful Christmas Gift”. 
when I think of it all and you will know why when you read my story in January 
SMart SEt. 
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My Husband 
Thought She 
Meant Love 


[Continued from page 50] 


advise him about things that concern us 
both. 

“Little jealous girl with the brown 
eyes.” He pulled me down on his lap 
and swayed back and forth in the rickety 
rocking chair as he crooned the silly love 
talk that I adored to hear. What a crazy 
darling boy, he was. 

. Jealous eyes. Big brown eyes 
that snap. Funny, those little spots like 
gold in the brown part of your eyes. Just 
like particles of gold in the brown. Must 
be like the extra special stuff that Captain 
McTavish is bringing on the Comet for 
Vera. She was telling me about it and 
she says that it is sort of amber colored 
with flecks like little bits of gold leaf in 
it. Let's see, what did she call it? Eau 
de Vie de Danzig. Some name, that. 1 
like to say it; it sort of runs off your 
tongue. Try it, baby. Eau de Vie de 
Danzig ... Fau de Vie de Danzig. It’s 
a cordial ...you know, a drink they 
serve after dinner. Vera says, there isn’t 
a bottle of it left in the whole United 
States or Canada. Those ten cases that 
McTavish has for Vera will be all that 
there is of it, and she can demand what 
she wants for it and get it too. Just be- 
fore Christmas as it is, there will be a lot 
of people who will jump at the chance of 
buying a few bottles. They'll like boast- 
ing to their friends about having some- 
thing rare. Funny how people like having 
something that no one else has. That’s 
one reason I love my girl so, I guess; 
she’s not like any other in the world. 
Rann’s own girl, little girl with gold- 
spotted eyes like Eau de Vie de Danzig. 

No, I couldn’t be angry at him for 
long. 

“Get your coat and come on down to 
the boat. I'll be back tomorrow morning 
early and you're not to worry, under- 
stand?” He swung me up in his arms 
and kissed me. 

“I must fix the fire and change into a 
warmer dress. It’s cold this morning. 
I'll be down in a few minutes.” 


“T’LL RUN on then. I want to see Vera. 
Have to put up my share of the ship- 
ment. She is giving me the cash to pay 
for the stuff. Trusting me with a lot of 
money. Pretty nice of her, all right.” | 

“Don't forget that she’s sending Red 
Louie with you. That crook! He'd sell 
his soul for cocaine. He’s afraid of 
Vera and he’ll watch you for her. She 
isn't trusting you so much,” 

“Don’t nag, baby.” 

“Oh Rann, I don’t want to nag you. I 
suppose I should be happy that it isn’t 
Cress Devlin who is going with you. He 
hates you, Rann. You must stop flirting 
with Vera. He’s crazy about her.” 

“Oh now, Cress doesn’t bother me. See 
you down at the beach.” 

I watched him swing off towards the 
tiny group of houses that made the vil- 
lage. I hurried about my work and 
changed into a warm dress. I pulled a| 
red tam down over my dark hair and_| 
threw my red cape about my shoulders | 
as I went out. 

I hurried through the pine grove that 
hordered the water. As I stood at the | 
edge of the trees T saw Vera Trafford 
and Rann ahead. Scarcely knowing why, 


Men Getting Bald 
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No matter how fast your hair is 
falling out—no matter how much 
of it is already gone—] make this 
guarantee! III end 
—stop falling hair—grow 
new hair in 30 days-or you dont pay\ 
me acent! No strings attached! No Tf; 
‘Ands"or “Maybes'! New hair or no pay! 
| And youare the sole judge! 


By ALOIS MERKE 


Founder of the Merke Institute: 
5th Avenue, New York 


AVE yourself from baldness! Stop falling 
hair! Grasp this ‘‘no risk” offer to grow 
new healthy hair in 30 days! 


Here’s My Contract! 

If your hair is rapidly falling out—if your 
appearance is spoiled by approaching bald- 
ness—if you have tried countless expensive 
hair treatments unsuccessfully—it makes 
no difference. My contract stands! I'll 
grow, new hair in thirty days—or the trial 
costs you NOTHING. 

Here’s My Secret 

Years of training and research and day 
afier day experience in treating thousands of 
cases of loss of hair at the famous Merke 
Institute, Fifth Avenue, N. Y., have 
taught me many valuable facts about the 
hair—and this, the most amazing of all— 
that in most cases of baldness the hair roots 
are not dead, but merely dormant—asleep! 

You’re wasting your time—you're throw- 
ing away money—when you try to reach 
these dormant roots 
with ordinary hair tonics, 
oils, massages and salves. 
For such measures treat 
only the surface skin and 
never even get to the 


EVIDENCE! 
Hair Coming Back 


“Having used your Ther- 
mocap Treatment for 36 


days, I find a new growth roots, the real source of 
of hair coming back on 

bald 6 is growing trouble. How could they 


in very fine. The Thermo- re 
cap is a Treatment that over possibly grow new 


every one who is losing air? 


his hair should buy.” My Method Reaches 


x P., Portiand, Me. 
Dandruff Leaves Entirely the Roots 
It’s no use trying to 


‘I want to tell you how 
wonderful your treatment 
is. The first week my dan- make a tree grow by rub- 
druff left entirely, and by bing “growing fluid” on 
the thir wee a new , 
be the bark. You must get 
to the roots! 
And that’s just why my 


growth of hair could 
seen all over my. head. 
scientific treatment is so 


Mrs. H. 8., 
Port Angeles, Wash. 
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tremendously beneficial! It penetrates below the 
surface of the scalp. It quickly reaches the cause 
of the trouble—the dormant, starving hair roots. 
It awakens them. Hair begins to sprout again. 
It takes on new life and color. It becomes 
stronger and thicker. And in a surprisingly short 
time—sooner than you ever imagined possible—you 
have a new healthy growth of hair—OR I PAY ALL 
COSTS OF THE TREATMENT MYSELF. 

And best of all, my system is so simple that it can 
be used in any home where there is electricity with- 
out the slightest discomfort—and for just a few 
cents a day! 


New Hair or No Cost! 

Thousands claim seeming miracles for my treat- 
ment. I don't. I admit some cases of loss of hair 
are hopeless. Only remember this—these cases are 
so very rare and so many hundreds of others have re- 
gained luxuriant hair through my method, that I am 
willing to let you try it for 30 days—AT MY RISK! 

Then if you are not absolutely delighted—say so. 
And [ll mail you a check immediately—refunding 
every cent of your money—and the treatment will 
have cost you NOTHING! 

Free Booklet Tells All 

The very fact that you have read this announce- 
ment shows that you are apxious about the condition 
of your hair. So why fiot‘investigate? Find out for 
yourself. If you willmerely fill in and mail the cou- 
pon I will gladly send ypu without cost or obligation 
a wonderfully interesting booklet which describes in 
detail my successful system, which is growing new hair 
for thousands all over the country. In addition it 
tells all about my iron-clad guarantee which enables 
you to take my treatment without a penny’s risk. 
Clip and mail the coupon today. Allied Merke 
Institutes, Inc., Dept. 11512, 512 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 


i have given away many autos to advertise our business. 
Now |! will give a latest improved model Ford 

freight and tax pa’d. 
why not you? 


Allied Merke Institutes, Inc., 
Dept. 11512, 512 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City. 

Please send me without cost or obligation a copy 
of your book, “‘The New Way to Grow Hair,” 
describing the Merke System. 


Name 


Ideal all-year car. Someone wins— 


lve This Puzzle 


There are 7 autos in the picture. By drawing 3 straight lines 
each can be put in @ separate garage. 
Mail answer with your name and address for full information; 
Doesn't cost you a penny. 


! Besides Sedan we give many other 
Send Today Prizes and hundreds of dollars in 

* cash, EVERYBODY REWARDED. 
Nothing hard to do—all can share in prizes and cash. 
of a tie prizes will be duplicated. Try for the Sedan and bring 
your loved-ones the joys on! 
at once. 


Dept. 1919 


if you can do it! 


In case 


a lan can give. Mail answer 
H. A. SMITH, Mor. 


323 So. Peoria St. Chicago, Il. 
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Full Cash Value $700.00 if Preferred 
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NO Coupon 
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WONDERFUL + 


|I stopped and watched them. Vera was 
talking earnestly and suddenly she went 
close to him and threw her arms about 
his neck. After an instant I saw my 
husband laugh and draw away from her 
he pointed to the beach and I saw Vera 
shrug her shoulders and follow him re- 
luctantly. 

At the small boat wharf a few people 
had gathered where Rann’s launch, the 
Jazz Baby, tugged at the rope that held 
her. 

Cress Devlin and_ shifty-eyed Red 
Louie nodded a curt good-morning as | 
approached. Vera Trafford came forward 
and smiled pleasantly at me. 

“You are out early this morning, my 
dear.” She spoke with a cockney accent 
but her voice was low pitched and not 
unpleasant. 
| Cress Devlin’s 


Brin: 


ANY OF THE 


CONFIDENTIAL! Pay bat- 
ance mext year TEN eas 
monthly payments. 38 
DAYS TRIAL. * 
back if dissatisiied 
YOUR ORDER 1T0-DAyY' 


461-18K white hand engraved 
and piercec ry blue white 
diamond. $48. 

$4.40 Monthly 
X62- Newest Square prong rine p 
18K white gold. Fine Blue White 


Diamond. 

$4.90 Monthly 
XG63-18K white gold ludies three 
stone ring. Three fine Blue White 


Diamonds. 
$4.15 Monthly 
%64-Genis 18K White Gold Ring 


cobra-like eyes had 


Two Blue Sapphires. ine Blue 
White Diagn watched Vera's every movement; when- 
X6S-Gorgvous Dinner Ring. Reaut- | ever she spoke to Rann a film seemed to 
ifly pierced and engraved ISK whe 
wid: Three Fine Blue White ‘Di make colder their pale grayness. 
mounds. Two blue sapphires $4 

$4.57 Monthly The boat was ready now and just as 


X66. Ladies New Oval Shaped 
Wristwatch. Four blue sapphires-- 
four genuine diamonds 15) guaran- 


Rann stepped to the edge of the wharf 
Vera came close to him and leaning sud- 


teed movegnent 
$3.77 Monit ‘ : 
X67 Gents Strap ward a denly forward kissed him on the lips. I 
Black cate: know that my eyes flamed. I watched 
Elgin — Rann with his good-natured laugh, pat 
Chain and Knife FREE. Furnished | the woman on her shoulder and turn to 
2.08 Monthy 4} call an embarrassed farewell to me. I 


glimpsed the glare in Cress Devlin’s eyes 
and caught the quizzical half-smile in 
Vera’s gaze when she saw the effect of 
| her action, No, she hadn’t forgiven Rann 
for not responding to her overtures. 
| The engine coughed and spit; the small 
boat turned out into the Straits. I walked 
slowly back to my cabin. Rann would be 
home by tomorrow’s daybreak but in be- 
tween would be hours of anxiety .. . tor- 
tured hours. It wasn’t fair that I should 
CATALOG a | be made to suffer like this. It wasn’t 
CALENDAR | worth it. 
silustrating | The damp chill in the room drove me 
postions on aur foment FAT near midnight to remake the fire. I had 
—VYOU_P E PLAN to every adult not eaten. Somehow a terrible dread, a 
premonition of evil seemed to hold me in 
its grasp. For hours I stared into the 


thes 


OF BALE CO. 


| darkness. Rann had told me there was 
i 21°41 =Maiden Lane. N |nothing to fear; surely he would come 
at dawn. 


HEN the new day showed an even 
gray sky there was no approaching 
spot on the broad expanse of the Straits. 
By afternoon I was tramping the beach in 
a frenzy of anxiety. Twice I went to Vera 
Trafford’s bungalow; she appeared much 
| perturbed by Rann’s delay in returning 
and she was kind and sympathetic to me. 
| Cress Devlin, in his halting way, tried 
to comfort me. Vera should be pretty 
worried too, he said. She would be out 
twelve thousand dollars if the revenue 
officers had stopped Rann. He probably 
would show up all right though; nothing 
to be worried about yet. 
I stopped at French Andre’s shack for 
a while; these poor fisher-folk seemed my 
only friends. Try as I would I could not 
trust Vera and Cress. It was only the 
You On loss of their money that would disturb 
books or lessons, all practical experience Yor 
ion't need education or ex erience. We Will Aseiet them. 

; The night and the second day passed 
in a cloud of black despair. Just before 
dusk a fisherman from Sidney towed in 
the Jazz Baby. He had found her adrift 
near the American shore, he said; her 
deck was spattered with blood, her crew 
and cargo gone. 

I felt as if my heart were being torn 
in shreds. Rann. Rann, My boy! 

“Hijackers,” the villagers murmured. 
They were a bad lot, those arch-criminals 
who preyed on the rum-runners; they 
never gave a man a chance. My Rann 


FREE Railroad Fare! 


Why work for $25.00 or $30.00 or even ee 
a week when as a Coyne Trained Ex 


pay your railroad fare, Write Now for Free Book. 


Cc Y N E West ‘Harrison St. 


8H. C. Lewis, Pres. 1 

Coyne Electrical School, Dept. 96-84 
1300-1310 W. Harrison St., Chicago 4 

' Dear H. C.: Please send me free your bi ‘a 

. log and full particulars of your special offer. 


a 
eee ie 4 and Red Louie probably had fallen victims 
a to those sinister parasites. 
s | The fisherman who had found the 
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launch was to make a report of the whole 
affair to the Dominion police in Shrews- 
bury on the other side of the island. 

Desperate, I determined to go to 
Shrewsbury with the man. I wanted to 
get away from this place, wanted to see 
the authorities and make an effort to find 
some trace of Rann. I ran all the way to 
my cabin to get a handbag and a few 
clothes, but when I returned to the wharf, 
the old trawler was well on her way down 
the Straits of Haro. 


RESS DEVLIN standing on the dock 

assured me that the man must have 
misunderstood me. He had given the 
fisherman careful instructions about re- 
porting the matter and sending a govern- 
ment patrol boat to scout the Straits. The 
patrol he thought, would put in to the 
village on the following morning. He 
would advise against mentioning that 
Rann had been rum-running; it wasn’t 
a popular profession with the police. No 
reason why the rest of them should suffer 
because my husband had had hard luck. 
He was right sorry for all the worry | 
must be going through. It looked badly 
for Rann, still you never could tell. 

The patrol did not arrive on the follow- 
ing morning, but it was only when French 
Andre who had agreed to take me to 
Shrewsbury that afternoon, found that 
the engine of his trawler had been tam- 
pered with and would not run, that I be- 
gan to have a suspicion that I was being 
watched. 

Somehow I had to get away. I had a 
feeling that Rann was still living, but 
where? For the third time I started 
toward Vera Trafford’s bungalow. At 
last I had arrived at a decision. I wasn't 
afraid of them any more; I was going to 
demand that I be taken to the mainland. 

It was past the dinner hour; the day- 
light was gone; Vera and Cress still were 
at the dinner table. The whole room 
seemed in confusion, 

The two were startled for an instant 
when they saw me standing in the door- 
way. Vera glanced more than once 
toward a door that led into the back of 
the house. She smiled and motioned for 
me to sit down. 

“TI won’t sit down,” I told her. “Please, 
Mrs. Trafford ... please won't you let 
me go to the mainland or to Shrews- 
bury? I’ve waited too long now. I’m 
sure that fisherman didn’t report to the 
police as he promised. I must do some- 
thing. I must go. Perhaps Rann is need 
ing me somewhere. Oh please, Mrs. Traf- 
ford send me to Shrewsbury tonight. It 
is not far and I must go.” 

The dark eyes with smudges of blue 
beneath the lids gazed thoughtfully at 
me. 

“T think you are right. Tomorrow, I'll 
send the boat off with you.” She picked 
up one of the bottles and regarded it a 
moment; then she poured out some of 
the contents into a small curved glass. 
My eyes’ followed her movements. 
“Cress’s boat is still uncertain,” she went 
on. “I should hate to have it break down 
in the Straits at night. Tomorrow 
though, Cress will take you.” 

I felt something snap in my brain. A 
wave of red anger suffused me. 

“It is always tomorrow. You have 
some reason for wanting to keep me here. 
You are afraid that I will tell the police 
about you and your gang.” My voice 
shrilled high. I was desperate. “You let 
me go, do you hear. You can’t keep me 
here any longer.” 

Vera Trafford refilled the curved glass. 
She looked at me while she did it and 
while she drank its contents. She did not 
answer my wild outburst. 

There wasn’t any use. My anger 
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RESHAPE YOUR NOSE! 


You can surely and safely mold your nose to 
beautiful proportions with the 
ANITA NOSE ADJUSTER 
Shapes while you sleep or work— painlessly ,comfortably. 
Results speedy and guaranteed. 
Physicians praise it highly. 
No metal to harm you. 

FREE BOOKLET 
hi way to facial beauty and 
ss. Write for it today. 
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Local Sales Agent to take care of ex- 
clusive territory. New plan, all or part 
time. Extra bonus, Write for samples. 


F. B. Jennings Co., Hose 1858 Dayton, Ohio 


can ha 


SHAPELSC ANKLES 


Be admired for your slim, graceful limbs | 


REDUX ANKLE REDUCERS 


quickly perfect the shape of both ankle and 
calf by a new scientific, comfortable and sani- 
tary method—amazingly simple—just slip 
them on like a sock and note instant re- 
sults. Nothing else to do. May be worn 
day or night and under sheer stockings 
without showing. Used by many Film Stars 
Ankles Look Slim while becoming Slim 

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED 
A limited quantity at special intro 
ductory price of $3.49 per pair. 
Send money order and size of 
ankle and receive anklets in 
plain wrapper postpaid. 


REDUX MFG. CO. 
303 Fifth Ave., New York, Suite 2015 C 


slumped into black despair. I stood quiet-! 


ly. my dull eyes tracing along the ornate 
labels on the tray of bottles. Vera was 
reaching out toward one when I turned 
and went out of the door. No use. They 
had me beaten. And Rann, my dear boy, 
perhaps he was alive somewhere, need- 
ing me. 

In the desolate cabin I lighted the wall 
lamp. In the mirror I caught the reflec- 
tion of a haggard face with staring eyes. 
How I had changed in three days. How 
terrible my eyes looked. Rann always 
loved my eyes. He'd think I was ugly 
now. Brown eyes, he used to call me. 
Even on that last morning when he had 
held me close in his arms and kissed me 
he had called me Brown Eyes. And what 
else was it he had told me? I tried to 
recall every dear word he had uttered. 
Gelden flecks! Oh yes, that strange rare 
cordial that he said my eyes were like. 
He had repeated it again and again. 
Golden flecks! Eau de Vie de Danzig! 
Why that was what Vera had just been 
drinking. 

In a flash it had come to me that be- 
yond a doubt the two at the bungalow 
knew what had happened to Rann. At 
last I had the proof! 

Now I had a real reason to escape. | 
Somehow, anyhow, I was determined, to 
get off the island. | 

It was nearly eleven when I started to | 
French Andre’s cabin. My heart jumped 
fearfully, but I set my teeth and stumbled 
along the uneven path. The waves pound- 
ed loudly on the beach, the wind howled 
through the trees and whipped my coat 
about me. 


| 
NSIDE the shack I told Andre of my 
plan. The Jazz Baby was anchored to a 
buoy before his cabin. If we could ob- 
tain gasoline, the launch would carry us 
to Victoria or Shrewsbury after the Do- 
minion Police. We must break into the 
store after it. The store keeper was one 
of Vera’s crowd and would not sell me 
the gasoline. If Andre would help me, if 
he would go with me fo get the police, I 
would give him the launch in payment. 
It was all that I had. 


The young Frenchman’s eyes shone 
avidly but he hesitated. There was dan- 
ger as Madame well knew, he said. The 


rum-runners were a bad lot. Still, a fine | 
boat was worth trying for, and of course 
if our plan worked out and we reached 
the authorities, the rum-runners would 
nou longer be where they could harm him. 

It was after twelve when we emerged 
from the house and stole down to the | 
store. 

A back window that opened into the | 
big room where surplus goods were 
stored seemed our best means of entering. 
Andre loosened the lock and it finally 
gave with his prying. I knew where the 
tins of gasoline were kept. There would 
not be many of them: four, perhaps. | 
Only that afternoon I had heard the store- | 
keeper complain that he had only twenty | 
gallons of gas left and the supply boat | 
not due until Saturday, four days away. | 
But they were not there. 

Together we searched every corner. 
The marks of the cans were visible in 
the dust on the floor. Someone had taken | 
them. Only Cress Devlin’s boat and the 
Jazz Baby were here. Vera and Cress 
must be getting away. The confusion in 
the house when I was there in the early 
evening. That meant packing. They 
must have filled the tank of Cress’s boat 
after I had had my scene with Vera. 

Maybe they had already gone! Oh 
God, if they had. All trace of my dear 
boy would be lost if those two had made 
their getaway. The sudden thought of | 
the shadow against the curtain at the' 


$1000 REWARD 
For the Capture of 
This Man 


ONVICT 6138, escaped from the 
State Penitentiary; Name, Charles 
Condray; age 37; Height, 5 ft. 8 in. 

Weight 141 pounds; Hair, light brown; 
Eyes, gray. 

Easy enough to identify him from his 
photograph and this description, you 
may say—but, Condray took the name 
of “Brown”, dyed his hair, darkened 
his skin, grew a mustache, put on 
weight and walked with a stoop. 


Yet, he was captured and identified so posi- 
tively that he knew the game was up and re- 
turned to the penitentiary without extradition. 
How was it accomplished? Easy enough for 
the Finger Print Expert. They are the special- 
ists, the leaders, the cream of detectives. 
Every day’s paper tells their wonderful ex- 
ploits in solving mysterious crimes and con- 
victing dangerous criminals. 


More Trained Men 
Needed 


The demand for trained men by governments, 
states, cities, detective agencies, corporations, 
and private bureaus is becoming greater ery 
day. Here is a real opportunity for YOU. Can 
you imagine a more fascinating line of work 
than this? Often life and death depend on 
finger print evidence—and big rewards go to 
the expert. Many experts earn regularly from 
$3,000 to $10,000 per year. 


Learn at Home in 
Spare Time 


And now you can learn the secrets of this 
science at home in your spare time. Any man 
with common school education and average 
ability can become a Finger Print Detective 
in surprisingly short time. 


Free Course in 
Secret Service 


For a limited time we are making a special 
offer of a Professional Finger Print Outfit, 
absolutely Frez, and Free Course in Secret 
Service Intelligence. Mastery of these two 
kindred professions will open a brilliant 
career for you. 

Write quickly for fully illustrated free book on 
Finger Prints which explains this wonderful 
training in detail. Don’t wait until this offer 
has expired—mail the coupon now. You may 
never see this announcement again! You 
assume no obligation — you have everything 
to gain 1nd nothing to lose. Write at 
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Ave. Chicago, Ill. 
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Lost Twenty 
Pounds a Month 


Majorie Crawford was “good looking” even when 
she weighed 235 pounds. She had the same features 
she has today, but not the same figure. Today she 
is beautiful, as fair of form as of face. 

A miracle, no, but a complete transformation of 
an overweight bulky body into a form slender and 
graceful as any woman could wish for. 

This great reduction of 85 pounds was accom- 
plished easily, in less than four months, by a pleas- 
ant method, without the use of drugs, turkish baths 
or starvation methods, and Miss Crawford will tell 
you that she never felt better in her life. 

She has a figure any woman might envy, wears 
stunning gowns and once more gets real enjoy- 
ment out of living. 

She gives Wallace and his music method full 
credit. ‘Your system is all I used, Mr. Wallace,” 
she says in a grateful letter just received. She tells 
of the real fun she had going through the simple 
movements and the feeling of elation and physical 
well being that came after every lesson. 

The method is just as good for those who wish to 
lose but a few pounds as for those greatly over- 
weight—it reduces to normal—no more. 

By this system the waist grows slender, hips 
straighten out, broad shoulders and oversize bust 
take on new shapeliness. Arms and limbs, too, lose 
all signs of ungainly fat and ankles become slender 
and graceful. 

No woman need carry a single pound of excess 
weight if she will write Wallace. 

Write Miss Crawford if you wish confirmation of 
her story—her address is 6704 Merrill Avenue, 
Chicago; but better still, take advantage of 


Wallace’s Free Offer 


For those who doubt and wish to test at home, Wallace has 
set aside a thousand first lessons, records and all, which he 


will gladly mail for a free trial, if you will send name and 
address, There's nothing to pay—no postage—no deposit 
He wants you to prove for yourself that you can reduce 


just as Miss Crawford and thousands of others neve lone, 


Wallace, 630 S. Wabash Ave., il. 
Please send me free and postpaid, for a week's free trial, 

the Original Wallace Reducing Record with all instruc- 

tions. This trial is not to cost me one cent 

Name 

Address ee 


Removes Dandruff Stops Hair Falling 
Restores Color and 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair 
60c, and $1.00 at druggists. 
Hiseox Chem. Works. Patchogue. N. Y. 


H I N DERCORNS Removes Corns, Callouses, 


ete., stops = pain, ensures comfort to the feet, makes 
walking eas 15 cents by mail at Druggists 
Hiscox Che maton! Works, Patchogue, N. Y. 


200 Sheets #900 
100 Envelopes 


PAID 
with to 


grade, clear white 
8p, erackly 
that identifies it to everyone 
ty stat‘onery. 


to 4 
es. te othie, 
y for clear- 


be cht a gon se. An ideal gift 
stationery you izhte use 
10) and this 
pr 


write’ orp 
toed oF bet 


National Stationery Co., 1919 Lincoln Highway, Batavia, Illinois 


personal 
with your friend's name, 

Just send $1.00(west of Denver and satehdet U.S 
supply of stationery an come by return mai! 

and 


sturdy blue box. Please 


| wall safe told its story. 


bungalow came to me. One of them was 
there. Whoever it was, was going to be 
made to tell me what they had done with 
my husband. 

“Go down near the wharf,” I whispered 
to Andre. “If the launch is gone come 
back to the bungalow for me. If it isn't, 
try and stop them someway ... if they 
start to leave. I think that one of them 
is at the bungalow. I’m going to do some- 
thing. I don’t know what yet.” 

I was running through the darkness. 
Fear had left me. I was going to make 
somebody talk. I didn’t care who. A 
lamp was lit in the living room of Vera’s 
bungalow. 

I slipped across the porch and tried the 
door; when it gave I entered softly. Be- 
fore the table a man whimpered like a 
sick animal over a case that held some 
bits of glass and shiny nickel. He turned 
a little toward me. When I glimpsed his 
face, my hands flew to my lips to still 
the startled cry that would have come. 

Red Louie! Here! The one man who 
could tell me where Rann was! 


FLATTENED myself against the cur- 

tains of the doorway to marshal my 
forces. The man steadied his trembling 
form against the table. He was so weak 
that he hardly could stand. They had been 
keeping the dope from him, | guessed; 
they wanted to keep him weak. 

Back of him the open door of a small 
Not for nothing 
had Red Louie spent his years in the 
underworld. Weak as he was, he had 
found his cocaine even though the others 
had locked it away from him. 

The man’s eyes brightened a bit; he 
started a dragging shuffle across the room 
to where a thermos bottle of water stood 
on the buffet. His back was toward me 
for a moment. Here was my chance. 
When he turned back to the table again 
the case with its contents of relief was 
gone. 

Across the room I faced him. I felt as 
if I would kill him if he did not tell me 
what I wanted to know. He staggered a 
few steps. 

“Gimme it, gimme my needle.” 

“You can’t hurt me Louie.” My voice 
was low. “You aren't strong enough. 
I’ve hid your layout. I'll not give you 
your stuff unless you tell me what they’ve 
done with Rann.” 

The man made an effort to steady him- 
self. 

“Gimme it,” he whined. “I don’t know 
nothin’ about Rann, ’pon my soul.” 

“Tell me Louie. Tell me the truth. 
Think how good a shot would feel.” 

“Cress'll_ kill me.” 

“He’s gone. Tell me. Where is Rann?” 

The man’s hands twisted in endless cir- 
cles. Finally he whispered. 

“They ain't gone. They’re coming back 
before they go for good. I’m goin’ with 
them.” 

“Tell me, Louie, where is Rann?” I 
had to make him tell before they returned. 
Any moment they might come and it 
would be too late. 

Finally he broke under my questioning. 

“Cress caught us that night out in the 
Straits.” The words poured out. “’E put 
out from ’ere after dark. I don’t know 
whether the young ‘un is dead or not. 
Anyway, ’e’s over on the Birthday Cake 
among the islands. “E didn’t know ’oo 
did fer ’im, I guess. ’E was catchin’ a 
nap when Cress came aboard. Now fer 
Godsakes, gimme it, gimme it.” 

“Did Vera know? Tell me that, Louie, 
did Vera Trafford know?” 

“Sure. Greedy fer money, she _ is. 
Cress ain’t got the spunk to do fer no- 
body on’y she made ’im crazy jealous. 
That’s ’ow it is.” 
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My heart was beating in slow pounding 
thumps. The Birthday Cake. Perhaps 
Rann was there unhurt. Oh, these devils 
were going to be punished for what they 
had done to him. For nine hundred dol- 
lars that woman had been willing to sacri 
fice my boy. The money and the slight 
to her vanity, had been reason enough. 

The open door of the safe attracted me, 
Red Louie paid no attention to me; | had 
thrown him his case; he breathed heavily 
as he mixed small pellet in water. |] 
crossed swiftly and drew a box from the 
safe. It was locked but it was easy to 
force it open with a paper knife. Vera 
would be back, all right. I stared in as- 
tonishment as I saw the value of the rolls 
of bills and the gold that the box held. 
Thousands of dollars, there were. And 
nine hundred of it belonged to me. | 
folded that amount in bills into a small 
roll and tucked it down the front of my 
dress. Then I went out into the darkness 
again. 

I was not sure just what to do. It was 
up to me to get those two away from the 
launch. I held the revolver which Andre 
had given me at arm’s length and pulled 
the trigger. After that I ran toward the 


wharf. 

What if the’ noise of the wind had 
drowned the shot? I was almost at the 
wharf. The pounding of running feet 


along the planks, told me that my ruse 
had worked. Vera and Cress were on 
their way to the bungalow. 

I crouched in the blackness until they 
had passed. Lights shone out suddenly 
in a cabin or two; the village was astir. 
I called to Andre. He slipped out of the 
shadows and together we ran down the 
wharf to where Cress’s launch was tied. 

A lantern glowed in the cabin, but no 
one was aboard. We jumped down into 
the cockpit and cast off the line; it was a 
minute or two after Andre started spin- 
ning the engine that the motor coughed 
hoarsely and started its steady pound. At 
the wheel, I turned the nose out into the 
Straits and headed for the San Juan 
Islands. Vera and Cress couldn't try to 
stop me in the Jazz Baby because there 
was no more gasoline. I had won on this 
cast of the dice. If only on the Birthday 
Cake I'd find my boy unharmed. 

It was daybreak when we came to the 
Birthday Cake. Dense undergrowth cov- 
ered the rock that rose sheer from th 
waters of the Straits. A few fir trees 
set far apart lent the effect of candles 
on a cake and gave the island its name. 
There was no sign of life here; a dead 
stillness, a dank smell of rotting leaves, 
that was all. We cruised about the rock 
again and again before we discovered the 
tiny scrap of sand that seemed to promise 
a bit of shallow water and a means of 
landing. Andre nosed in the bow until it 
rested on the sand. 


SEEMED unwise that we both should 
go ashore. I crawled over the bow and 
jumped down to the scrap of beach. My 
heart beat high in my throat, my feet 
seemed to be weighed with leaden shoes 
as I started through the underbrush. My 
blood flowed faster after a moment or 
two; for here were indications that some 
one had come through the close grown 
bushes. 

I pressed on, the branches tearing at 
my clothes. Near the center of the island 
I stumbled out into a bit of clearing. At 
the edge of it I saw a rude shelter, a 
sort of lean-to of boughs. I had to force 
myself to go forward; I knew that here 
I would find Rann, but how? Fear sank 
its claws deeper. Six more steps, five 
more, four. 

He lay very still on a pile of boughs. 
A blanket covered him. When he heard 
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me cry out, he turned and opened his eyes. 
didn’t think you'd make it, Baby.” 
He broke down and cried from weak- 
ness. Just because he was so darned glad 
to see me, he told me later. There was 
a pretty bad gun-shot wound in the calf 
of his right leg. As 1 dressed it with 


strips torn from my clothes, he told me 
in broken snatches of the fight’ in the 
Straits. 


Cress Devlin evidently had sneaked out 
of the village after dark and had returned 


before dawn. Rann had thought that 
Cress’s boat was a revenue boat. It was 
pot until Cress and another man _ had 


come aboard the Jazz Baby that he knew 
that he was in for trouble. They had 
feught when Rann had resisted being 
taken aboard Cress’s launch; it was during 
the scuffle that he had been shot. - 


A FTER that he hadn’t remembered 
i much until they were near the Birth- 
day Cake. Cress Devlin must have thought 
that straight murder was going a little too 
far. A wounded man wouldn't cause 


much trouble marooned on a deserted 
speck of land. After they had left Rann 
in the shelter with a little food, he had 
tried to make his way to where he could 
attract the attention of the crew of the 
passing motor-ferry; but the path led 
down to the wrong side of the island and 
the undergrowth on the other side had 
been an unsurmountable barrier. 

“You were right about Cress, 
You were right when you told me 
out for him.” 


3aby. 
to look 


as exhausted as Rann 
settled him on 


I was almost 
when Andre and I finally 
the long seat near the wheel. I turned 
the launch toward Anacortes when Andre 
had backed it away from the treacherous 
rocks about the Birthday Cake. 

“Go back to the village, Baby.” 
pointed toward the island. 

“We are on our way to Anacortes.” I 
held my voice steady. 


Rann 


“Now listen, hon. I must see Vera. 
She'll be wild when she knows what | 
Cress Devlin pulled and what he’s done 


to her. Hijacked twelve thousand dollars 
worth of liquor that belonged to her. 
I'll bet she never sees him at the village 
again. We'll find the stuff in a cache on 
Lummi Island. I heard Cress say they 
would take the Jazz Baby there and un- 
load her and then abandon her in the 
Straits.” 

I kept my eves straight ahead, the bow 
of the launch held steadily toward Ana- 
cortes. 

“We're not going back to the village, 


Rann.” I paused for a space. “As for 
our money, T got that away from those 
crooks. And after this, I am going to 


have something to say about what we do. 
We are going to be partners, and I’m to 


be consulted about things. You are | 
eee 3 with those crooks back on the | 
sland.” 
“But Vera? What about Vera? She 


should know what Cress did. She should 
krow that he hijacked her shipment of 
liquor and that he almost did for me.” 

“She knows it, Rann. She knew from 
the first. She planned it, drove Cress to 
it by making him jealous of you. And 
all for nine hundred dollars.” 

My husband laughed weakly. 

“Don’t be silly, you jealous kid. Don’t 
ever try to tell me that Vera Trafford 
would stand by and iet Cress do for 
me. 

“For nine hundred dollars she was will- 


” 
ing. 

“Vera’s straight. I'll bank on her.” His 
jaw was set stubbornly. 

“You want proof, Rann? Well, I'll 


give it to you.” T held my voice steady. 
“Last night I went to try and get her to | 
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AVE you a liking for drawing, for sketching people and scenery and 
putting your thoughts upon paper? Would you like to turn your talent 
for drawing into money? It is a fascinating and immensely profitable 

hobby to be able to sketch quickly and easily the people you see wont you, 


pretty scenery, trees and old houses. 
what a pleasant and profit- WN 


DID YOU EVER TH | N K able profession is open be- 


fore anyone with a talent for drawing? Commereial Artists 
and Illustrators make big incomes, the work is extremely 
interesting and enjoyable and is exceptionally well paid. 

Many artists engaged in this work make from $5,000 

to $10.000 a year and more drawing for newspapers 

and advertisers. Huge prices are paid for Illustrations, 
Cartoons and Designs for Advertisements and 

Posters. Editors, publishers and advertisers are 

always looking for new and interesting draw- 

ings and are willing to pay good prices for them, 

in this won- 


OPPORTUNITIES ABOUND 


fession for anyone who has a liking for draw- 
ing. No profession offers such opportunities 
today as does Commercial Art and Illustrat- 
ing. The tremendous increase in advertising and illus- 
trated publications has created such a demand for 
competent artists that the field of commercial art 
and illustrating is a real gold mine for the man 
or woman who likes to draw. 

There is no need for 


LEARN AT HOM you to leave your home 


in order to study this delightful and absorb- 


A 


ingly interesting art. You can study anywhere 
under our resultful system of correspondence 
instruction with which you have the help and 


guidance of artists high in their profession. 


If you are FOURTEEN years of age or over 


Copy this Sketch 
»— 


and send it to us for 


Free Criticism 


and let us judge for you whether you have a talent for Draw- 
ing. The criticism is entirely free to persons FOURTEEN 
of age and over. Age must be stated on your sketch. 

sketches will be accepted from anybody under FOURTEEN years. 
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BOOKS 


Let us also send you an actual 
Specimen Lesson Book, Number 
Twenty-five from our Course of In- 
struction as supplied to regular stu- 
dents. This Lesson Book is entitled “How I Do 
fl W ork and has been written and illustrated 
ce » by eight prominent artists. Each art- 
ist explains in the 
working methods which he uses in is 
studio. This Book contains forty illustrations 
of which fourteen are in color. 

“Drawing for Pleasure and Profit’ is 
book which we will send you free. an 
unusual publication of real value to snyone 
with a liking for Drawing and gives you hun- 
dreds of very interesting facts about Illustrating, 
Commercial Art and Cartooning. We will send 
you these two books absolutely FREE when 
returning your sketch, 
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509 Curtiss Bldg. Buffalo, N. Y. 
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you can have one of these well-paid, pleasant, 
executive positions—-40,000 of them in the big 
hotels of the United States—now America’s Fourth 
Largest Industry Statistics show that ONE IN 


EVERY TEN HOTELS WILL HAVE .; 
ING FOR A HOTEL MAN \GER THIS YEAR. 


Thousands of other positions are also open to those 
who qualify through training 

The Lewis Schools guarantee to give you the valu- 
able knowledge that it has taken some of the most 
successful hotel men years to obtain—men who are 
now making $5,000 to $50,000 a year All of 
your training will be under the personal direction 


of Clifford Lewis—a hotel expert of national repu- 
tation 4 few spare time hours a week given to 
the simple, clear lessons of the course will give 
you the training for a good position. a fine living 
and a handsome salary. The training will — no 
way interfere with your prese nt work or recrea 
Sena today for Free Book, “YOUR BIG OP POR: 
TUNITY Don’t wait a minute—you may lose 
the opportunity of a lifetime Mail the coupon 
N¢ Ww You whole future may depend on 


LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS 


CLIFFORD LEWIS, Pres 
Room A-Z 103 Washington, D. C. 


FREE COUPON 


Lewis Hotel Training 
Room A-Z 10 Washington, D. C. 
Send me without ebtieation the Free Book, 
“YOUR BIG OPPORTUNITY.” 

Name (Please Print). 


Choice of Old English, Script or plain | 
types. With novelty case, Price come | 


|attractive restaurants, 


| let me leave the island. They had been 
| promising for two days. Vera and Cress 
were still at the table when I talked to 
them. She was drinking something out 
of a little curved glass. I watched her 
pour it. I saw the bottle. But it wasn’t 
until I had gone back to the cabin that 

I suddenly remembered something that 
you had told me. It was about that spe- 
cial bottied stuff, Rann. That cordial that 
you said there wasn’t any more of in 
this country. Well, that was what your 
| friend Vera was drinking.” 

Rann’s quick exclamation of disbelief 
did not stop me. I saw his form stiffen. 

“It came to me like a flash after that, 
that name on the bottle. Eau de Vie de 
Danzig! A cordial with little gold flecks 
in it. And she smiled, Rann. Vera smiled 
when she poured it there before me. Cress 
had brought it in to her and she knew 
where he got it. Eau de Vie de Danzig. 

That w as how I knew that they had done 
| for you. 

Rann lay very still, I watched him 
from beneath my lashes. He seemed to 
be thinking deeply. After a long while 
he spoke. 


“You've changed, Brenda. 
hardly know my baby doll.” 

“I’m not a doll. That is just it. Tye 
been through hell these last few days. 
I’ve been almost mad with worry facing 
those devils there alone, getting the best 
of them.” 

Another long silence. Then, 
voice, low and earnest. 

“I guess you're wiser than I ever gave 
you credit for, Brenda. I guess I don’t 
know so much as I[ thought I did. After 
this you take the wheel, will you? Be 
Captain, I mean. I’m going to give you all 
the nice things I dreamed about for you, 
but it will be your way, see? We'll 
like you said. Partners.” 

I felt a wild desire to cry, to put my 
arms around his neck and tell him how I 
adored him. No, I must wait a little 
for that. Rann musn’t think me the easily 
led youngster I had been. Married people 
must respect as well as love one another. 
I had earned his respect, now he must 
earn mine. I leaned forward and held out 
my hand. 

“Fifty-fifty, 
smiled at him. 


Somehow, I 


Rann’s 


from now on, Rann.” I 
“Partners.” 


and sweet and forget my misery and 
| longing.” 

He looked at me entreatingly and my 
'heart melted. He was lonely too now. 
And he was the only person who had 
made life at all tolerable since my coming 
to Carstens. He had been a kind and 
sympathetic friend when I needed just that 
very thing. I would no more have had 
the heart to “turn him down” than to re- 
fuse aid to anyone in need of it. 
| I had the best time that afternoon that 
I had experienced since coming to Carstens. 
And that was only the beginning of gay 
times that endured all summer. No more 
did I know loneliness. The pleasures of 
| Milledgehurst for which I had pined paled 
into insignificance compared with the di- 
versions I now enjoyed. I learned to 
swim, to drive the then not so common 
automobile, to order delicious dinners at 
to dress to please 
the observant eye of Blake Wallace. 

His wife was due to return in Septem- 
ber, but before that time came he had ex- 
plained to me some of the circumstances 
of his life with her. 


lw ant to go some place with someone gay 
| 


se INNIE is a good woman,” he said 
to me of her. “She is still attrac- 
tive, and I suppose she is still fond of me. 
When we were first married she liked to 
go places with me, seemed to enjoy my 
company when we were alone together, or 
took delight in entertaining in our home, 
but when our two children came I seemed 
to cease to exist for her. She is an out- 
standing example of the wife having died 
in the mother. She is so wrapped up in 
the children that she is scarcely aware of 
anything else. I have pleaded with her, 
have tried to make her see that while she 
owes a great deal of herself to the children 
she still owes something to me. She thinks 
me heartless for that attitude. I reverence 
a good mother, myself, but she is fanatical 
on the subject. Two years ago I gave up 
any hope of ever making her see my side 
of it. I concluded I must seek my pleasure 
and companionship outside my home.” 
In September an epidemic of typhoid 
fever struck the town. Winnie wrote that 
she thought it best not to come back until 
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[Continued from page 53] 


it had died down somewhat, it would be 
wrong to run the risk of the children’s 
getting it. Her parents thought it very un 
wise for her to take a chance on her own 
health. Since Blake had his business in 
Carstens that was a different thing, it was 
vital for him to be there. 

“A year ago this would have disheart- 
ened me,” he commented as he finished 
reading, “but now I scarcely care a whit. 
You and I have had such good times to- 
gether that my life has been completely 
altered. I shall write Winnie telling her 
to stay as long as she wishes. Occasion- 
ally I'll run up to see her and the tads 
(they really are fine youngsters, you 
know) but you and I will have more time 
in which to play now: it simply means an 
extension of our mutual gayeties.” 


UDDENLY Blake put his arms about 

me and kissed me. 

“You're so sweet, Marcia.” 

It was just for a second that I let him 
hold me. His kiss was undeniably sweet 
on my lips, and in my heart I longed for 
it to last longer, but I broke from his 
arms. 

“You mustn't,” I said, 
any more good times together. 
me you won't again.” 

“T’ll try not to,” he answered humbly, 
“but Marcia, you're nearly irresistible, you 
know, and I think I’ve done pretty well 
never to have let temptation get the best 
of me before.” 

Now if my daughter Coralie found her- 
self in such a situation she wouldn't blink 
at it at all. She would face the facts, 
would argue with herself, like this: 

“Look here, Coralie Gordon, you’re ap- 
proaching a crisis in your friendship for 
this man Wallace. If you go on, you're 
likely to get into deep water, or hot water. 
Do you like him enough to take such a 
chance? Are you willing to pay the 
price? 

“If so, proceed. 

“Tf not cease at once.” 

And either way she would take any 
blows standing up. 

But I, what knowledge I possessed I 
had gathered here and there, some of it 
was reliable, some distorted out of all 
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tiring, orin the housein the mornings. 

Save yourself many dollars and hours cf time. 
Knapp-Kappis a high grade, form fitting, non- 
binding,net cap, with dainty ribbon tie-backs. It 
holds each wave gently in place, unrumpled, as 
fresh as when first made, and for a surprising 
length of time. If your department store can- 
not supply you, send us 50c. We willforward 
cap irmmediately. Postage prepaid. Satis- 
faction Guaranteed or your money back. 


A.S. Knapp & Co., Inc., 1413 Pine St., St. Louis 
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Here Is Your Chance 
To make more improvement in 
your skin than you ever thought 
possible. If you are not pleased 


with your complexion, if your 
skin is ageing, if you have 
20 pimples, freckles, brown spots 


or a sallow skin, send this adv. 
and ten cents in silver and we 
will send you enough Young's 
Victoria Cream for twenty 
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enough for three weeks just 
to prove what this wonderful 
cream will do for your. skin. 
The F. H, Young Co., 62 Dorr St., Toledo, 0. 


The right to ome wa 
rate 

ood fore: $12 000 
r rofi Open 
it- 


Days’ 
Trial 


to graduates. 

tle investment needed. 

Culture Frer 
ck road 


Given 
Write for free book. 
Adele Nelson, Director 
Marsay School of 


S.W. Allen of California . 
made $40.80inoneday’s 
“joyful work”! Hundreds 
other men are report- 


ing 
many of them doubling 
and tripling their former 
salaries. 


Just Wear This FREE Cap 
Just wear this beautiful hand tailored FREE RAIN- 
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idea,’’ writes Chas. Horstman. Sendat once for FREE Sell- 
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true proportion. Yet [ will not excuse 
myself. As I have said before, woman 
possesses an invaluable sixth sense, called 
intuition. And that sixth sense whispered 
to me a warning, which I did not heed. 
Indirectly I denied it, following my in- 
clinations which were to avoid the bitter- 
ness of loneliness and seek gayety with 
Blake. 

And when Winnie returned in Novem- 
ber, we both found it unthinkable that we 
should give up our companionship. 

Blake raised my salary considerably, and 
then one day said to me: 

“Marcia, why don't you take one of 
those little two-room apartments that are 
going up near Ridley Park? Then I can 
come to see you now and then. We can 
| read together, and have little suppers. Just 
to be with you, my dear, and observe your 
sweetness and your beauty is a great joy 
to me. 

“Besides, we can’t go about quite so 
openly here in town. These little trips 
we've taken have been entirely safe, but if 
we go to theaters or to dances, word will 
come to Winnie, and our good times will 
be at an end.” 

If I must give up all the gay larks we 
had had through the summer, surely it 
would be harmless for me to do as he 
suggested. I moved in within a week. 

Every Saturday night and every Sunday 
afternoon and evening after that we spent 
| together in my apartment with occasional 
| sallies out to a neighborhood picture show 
}or a dance or nearby restaurant. 

I would prepare delicious little suppers 
| which Blake seemed to enjoy keenly. And 
| sometimes he would help me in the tiny 

| kitchenette. His arms would stray about 
/me, and not always now did I push them 
away. As time went on I let him kiss me 
|occasionally, and each time I found it 
harder to resist his undeniable charm. 

Then he was taken sick with a heavy 
cold which just escaped being pneumonia. 
I had charge of everything there at the 
office and was constantly busy. Yet all 
the time the thought haunted me. 

“Tf anything should happen to Blake 
what would I do? How dull and cheerless 
life would become!” 


Y HEART leaped with B sd on the 
day he came into the office. 

He looked haggard and worn. I thought 
of myself in such circumstances, ill and 
alone. To whom would I turn first for 
comfort? Why, to Blake, of course! 

He came out to the apartment for din- 
ner that evening. I prepared just the things 
I knew he liked, and then he settled him- 
self back on the sofa. 

“Winnie was like you once, Marcia,” he 
commented, “she was a dear wife at one 
time.” 

I could catch the note of regret in his 
voice. He could still love her if she would 
but give him a chance. 

After that I was more tender with 
Blake. I had seen what it meant to us 
not to be together, to be afraid of losing 
each other. He came oftener to see me. 

And then one night as we sat on the 
sofa, he pushed the hair back from my 
face, looked hungrily into my eyes and 
murmured : 

“No one will ever know.” 

And I persuaded myself that it was 
true. 

I knew I did not love him completely, 
nor he me, but that each of us supplied 
| something the other lacked. No doubt by 
that time I could have made the acquain- 
tance of some young man who would have 
been glad to take me out. No doubt Blake 
could have found some other girl who 
would have meant fully as much to him as 
I (what has happened since leads me to 
believe the latter), but we were thrown 
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together so much in our work that near- 
ness played a great part in our entering 
into the relationship we did. 

And so we took up our secret life to- 
gether. 

We saw each other no oftener than be- 
fore, but now it was all changed. That 
winter Blake went away often on business 
trips and I went with him. We travelled 
to many of the large cities and there we 
went to theaters, or danced till late in the 
mornings in the hotel ballrooms. We en- 
joyed ourselves as we had the summer 
before. Sometimes misgivings would seize 
me, and I would protest to Blake that all 
must end between us. 

“No one will ever know, Marcia dear. 
Why do you distress yourself unnecessar- 
ily ?” 

Time sped on wings. Two years passed. 
Perhaps our association was becoming just 
a little bit casual. The novelty had worn 
oft in that time. We still liked each other 
very much, but we could scarcely help 
feeling a little matter-of-fact about each 
other. Yet I still told myself there was 
no one I had ever liked as I did Blake. 


TO ONE will ever know,” Blake used 

4 N to reassure me. And I felt myself 
content, 

He now had a second stenographer and 
I was his private secretary, occupying a 
desk in the same office room with him. 

One day there came into this little room 
a new client. Blake happened to be out 
and since now I knew the routine of the 
work so well I was able to give this 
Philip Gordon the information he wanted. 
He was a very pleasant young man, quiet, 
good looking, and self-possessed. Within 
a few minutes after his entry into the 
office I knew myself strongly attracted to 
him. 

That night Blake was to come to see 
me but I put him off with the excuse that 
| had a headache. I went home to my 
apartment and all the evening I could think 
of nothing else but Philip Gordon. 

“He is the kind of man I have always 
wanted to know. It is as if | had been 
waiting for him all my life. And now 

But he would never think of me any- 
way. I was just a part of his lawyer’s 
office machinery. Why should he give any 
thought to me? 

He came in the next day when Blake 
was there. When | saw him I felt the 
hot blood rush to my face. My hands be- 
gan to tremble so that I rose and walked 
to the window and stood looking out. 

“What could be the matter with me? 
Here was this man who had met me in 
only the most casual business way, yet 
upon his second visit to the office I was 
thrown into a panic at sight of him? I 
turned to look at him stealthily and found 
his eves fastened upon me. He stopped 


Provorys in the midst of his speech. We 


looked and looked at each other while 
Blake sat there in amazement. Then | 
recollected myself, made some excuse, and 
left the room. I went into the library and 
there among the rows and rows of heavy, 
leather-bound volumes I pressed my 
hands to my whirling head. 

In love! Madly, bewilderingly in love 
with a man who had no interest in me, a 
man whom I could worship, adore forever 
and forever. 

I stayed there until I knew it was time 
for him to have gone. Then I went into 
the room where Blake Wallace sat at his 
desk. 

“My 
tell me!” 


God, Marcia, you don’t need to 
he cried. “I saw it in your face 
and I saw it in his. It was bound to come. 
You never loved me, you only felt sorry 
for me, and cared for me as a playmate, 
and now you're in love.” 

“Yes, I’m in love.” I cried. “I’m in 
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love, and I shall pay for it over and over. 
I am not worthy of the love of a man 
like that.” 

“Hush, hush, child,” he came over and 
took my cold hands in his.” I saw him 
look at you. There was the same expres- 
sion in his eyes as in yours. 

“Always I have told myself that when 
your chance came, when you fell really in 
love I would step out of your life. And 
I do so now. You have given me some 
of the happiest hours I have ever known. 
I shall be everlastingly grateful to you 


for it.” 
“Blake, I must leave you,” I half- 
sobbed. “I can’t work here any more. I 


must not see you any more. Philip Gor- 
don can never care for me, but I shall 
always belong to him, theugh I should 
never see him again.” 

“Don’t talk nonsense, my dear. Of 
course you'll see him again. Couldn’t you 
divine that he is as mad about you as you 
are about him? He was talking at random 
all the time he was here. He had no real 
business with me to-day. His visit was 
only an excuse to see you again.” 

“But if he knew!” 

“Marcia, dear Marcia, I have told you 
no one will ever know. And no one will.” 

I left his employ the next day, adjuring 
him not to give my address to Philip 
Gordon. I found another place to work 
and I tried to shut out from my mind all 
thought of the man who had so changed 
the face of the world for me, but my days 
and nights were one constant yearning for 
him. His face floated before me in my 
work, haunted me in my dreams. I heard 
his voice in every sound. I grew thin and 
weak. I must give up this new position, 
go away to some other town. 

And one day after many weeks he ap- 
peared before my desk. 

“T have hunted you everywhere,” he 
said simply. “I have even hired detectives 
to find out where you could be. Why did 
you run away?” 

Oh, the sound of his voice, how en- 
trancingly it fell upon my longings ears. I 
rose half-blindly. 

“Let us go some place where we can 


talk,” he said. 


HERE was a little park across the 

street from the office. We sat down on 
a bench, and looked and looked at each 
other, saying no word for a long time. 

Then he broke the silence. 

“Marcia, when will you 
Won't you do so today?” 

“Oh, not today, not today. Perhaps 
never!” I struggled with my tears. 

“And why not, my dear. I’ve loved you 
from the moment I saw you, worshipped 
your purity, your loveliness.” 

“Oh, don’t say that!” I 
brokenly. 

“It’s true, though,” he replied, misun- 
derstanding my protests. “That first day 
I saw you I had all I could do to keep 
from asking you to marry me, and you 
loved me, too, didn’t you? 

“Oh, I can’t tell you anything now. But 
just give me a few days—to—to think it 
over, and perhaps I can answer you x 

“Promise me faithfully that you will 
meet me here day after tomorrow at the 
lunch hour, or I won’t consent to part 
from you now.” 

promise ! 
you.’ 

I did not go back to the office that 
afternoon. I called Blake on the tele- 
phone and asked him to come out to my 
apartment. When he arrived, he ex- 
claimed at once at my pallor and thin- 
ness. 

Sitting down beside me he took both 
my hands in his and spoke to me very 
seriously. 


marry me? 


brought out 


I promise! I won't fail 
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play all the cous song hits by ear at a very 
small cost. Re need now to spend years prace 
ticing under old time method. My new and 
original system teaches you easily and quickly. 
Write at once for 


Free Booklet 


to show you how easily it can be done. This 
wonderful home course is offered at a ridicu- 
lously low cost. A little practice gives amazing 

esults. You can sit down and play any Popular 
jazz piece that you can hum. Write us today. 


David M. Suttie, Director 
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SKIN AFFLICTION 
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tions, eczema, barbers itch, enlarged pores, oily 
and shiny skin, FULL TREATMENT $1 
prepaid. Sold on money back guarantee. 
AUSTIN IMPORT COMPANY 
5952 W. Madison Street, Chicago, IIl. 


SAVE YOUR BODY ¢ 


Conserve Your Health 
and Efficiency First 


“] would not part with it for $10,000” 


Sowritesan enthusiastic,grate- 
ful customer. “Worth more 
than a farm,” says another. In 
like manner testify over 100,000 
people who have worn it. 


Body Brace 


Overcomes WEAKNESS 
and ORGANIC AILMENTS 
of WOMEN and MEN. Devel- 
ops erect, graceful figure 
Brings restful relief, comfort, abil- 
ity to do things, health, strength. 


Also 
Wear it 30 Days Free at Our Expense 


Does away with the strain and pain of standing and 
walking; replaces and supports misplaced internal organs; 
reduces enlarged abdomen; straightens and strengthens the 
back; corrects stooping shoulders; deve lops lungs, chest and 
bust; relieves backache; curvatures, nervousness, ruptures, 
constipation, after effects of Flu. Comfortable, easy to wear. 


Write today for illustrat- 
Keep Yourself Fit ed booklet, measurement 
blank, etc., and read our very liberal proposition. 


HOWARD Cc. RASH, Natural Body 


“Marcia, little girl, it has hurt me more 
deeply than you realize to give you up so 
abruptly. I may not have been really in 
love with you, but I have been and still 
am most awfully fond of you. You are 
about the sweetest girl I have ever known. 
I would like to go on in the same old way 
indefinitely, but you and Phil Gordon love 
each other. You can make each other 
very happy. 

And, Marcia, I don’t want to see you 
wreck your life. What has been has been. 
And no one will ever know. Do you hear 
me, my dear? 

“No one will ever know.” 

He leaned over and kissed me on the 
forehead, donned his hat and coat and 
walked out. He never came to my apart- 
ment again. 

Two days later I told Phil I would 
marry him. 

“Right away, dear?” 

“Yes, right away.” 

“Let’s have Blake as a witness,” he cried, 


boyishly eager. “We owe everything to| 


him!” 

I had no excuse to offer. 

And so he was at our quiet wedding. 

We took a six months wedding trip. 
How I loved Phil! More and mor and 
more. His joy in me was unfathomable. 


E CAME back to Carstens. He 
was smiling broadly to himself as 
we alighted from the train. 

“Why?” I wanted to know. 

Br | have a lovely surprise for you, Mar- 
cia. 

He gave the address to the cabman and 
we whirled away. Out to the loveliest 
suburb, newly developed, where we stopped 
before a charming house set in a plot of 
unusual beauty. 

It was as lovely inside as out. There 
were two maids already engaged, my suite 
was exquisively furnished, and blooming 
with freshly cut flowers. 

“Do you like it, my dear?” 

“Oh, Phil, how could I help it?” 

“And a dear friend of ours is to be our 
neighbor,” he contributed enthusiastically. 

“You mean—Mr. Wallace?” 

“The very same! That will make it 
pretty nice for you and me, won't it?” 

“Oh, yes—yes, indeed. How kind you 
are to think of everything, Phil.” 

No one will ever know! 

Of course the Wallaces came to call on 
us soon after our return. For the first 
time I met Winnie. She seemed a rather 
colorless, over-maternal person just as 
Blake had described her. I still think she 
was largely at fault in her attitude toward 
him. He was more or less to be pardoned 
for his wrong doing considering his tem- 
perament and her neglect of him. (Since 
her children are grown she seems more 
aware of his existence. She has no inkling 
that he ever had any affairs outside his 
home, although there were two girls after 
I knew him.) At his first opportunity 
Blake managed to get me off by myself. 

“Happy?” he queried. 

“All i for one thing.” 

“Don’t be a silly girl. Your secret is 
safe with me.” 

I know he has never told anyone. But 
could I say no one has ever known? No, 
a thousand times, no! 

I know! And he knows! 

I have carried this knowledge in my 
breast for twenty years, a sad and heavy 
burden. 

Every time I see him I am reminded of 
it afresh. 

Every time I look into my dear Phil’s 
eyes, I know, and the knowledge weighs 
me down, robs those moments of some of 
their sweetness. 

Were ever crueler, falser words? 

No one will ever know! 
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Jealousy Will 
Never Wreck 
My Marriage 


[Continued from page 43] 


And yet in spite of all my young cynicism 


there were times when I[ wondered if it 
| wouldn't be better to be cherished violently 
land briefly and exclusively for a season 
{than not be cherished at all. 

Matters dragged on until one evening 
|I met a man, an amazing creature, who 
| began things by telling me frankly that 


| I wasn't pretty 
|} Ot possessing a 
my lack of them, 


but that I showed signs 
brain. My contours, or 
did not seem to interest 


him one iota, and he assured me that pro- | 


tection would be the death of me. 
was something more than kisses fluffed up 
under a moon, 
of two viewpoints 
by side and not this whale and 
business of one being swallowed by 
other. In other words, 
panionship which would open up vistas and 
not close them. 


trotting amicably 


the 


My brain ran more than half-way to 
|meet this philosophy, but my feminine 
vanity resented it a little at first. 


One day I said to him as archly as I 
could 

“You don’t seem to mind the fact that 
I'm seeing a good deal of Chaddock.” 

“IT love you enough to want to see you 
}get on, and if talking to that young 
| lnglishman is going to develop you—go 
to it.” 

‘But he tries to make love to me,” 
sisted. 

don’t blame him.” 
“He kissed me the other night.” 
“How do his compare with mine?” 


I per- 


“Can there be love without a bit of 
jealousy?” I probed, forgetting completely 
in my pique the lesson I had learned at 


Jack’s expense. 

“Yes—and jealousy without love,” he 
answered matter- of-tactly. ‘And let me 
tell you this,” he continued. “If after we 


perience than just living with me, please 


teel free to have , it. li you get into! 

trouble, call on me.” 

I REGARDED this strange animal 
thoughtfully. Every word he uttered 


seemed to increase his permanent value. 
Being tied to a man with ideas like that 
would be a synonym for freedom far be- 
yond my wildest dream. I could wing 
out as far as I pleased, conscious that 
there would always be the warm certainty 
| of a nest to return to, if I broke a wing. 

Before the week was out we were driv- 
ing romantically up and down the country 
roads in an old buggy drawn by the 
world’s slowest horse, and were discussing 
everything 
sex to the width of the wedding-ring. 

A few days before the wedding, I called 
on an old friend who had been married 
nine years. After the customary con- 
gratulatory exclamations she settled plump- 
ly down in a Morris chair and began radi- 
ating advice. 
| “My dear,” she said sagely, “husbands 
| must be watched and trained. They don't 
| respect you if you allow certain things.” 

“What things?” I asked feebly. 

“Well, smoking up the curtains and | 
‘nights out, for example.” 
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are married, you feel you need a wider ex- | 


Love | 


and marriage was a matter | 
side | 
Jonah | 


it could be a com- | 


from Havelock Ellis’s view on 
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Sedan for use in the work, and am 
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derived from the magazine subscrip- 
tion business.’ 

We offer you, either for spare time or 
full time, the same _— money- 
making plan the Mr. McNaught and 
hundreds of other men and women 
are using to such good advantage. 
No experience necessary. Your only 
investment will be a 2c stamp to mail 
the coupon below—the coupon that 
may start you on the road to hun- 
dreds of extra dollars. 


p===Clip and Mail Today «== 


Dept. S-1226A, Inc., 
119 West 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 


Please send me full details of your easy spare-time 
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“Doesn’t your husband ever go out,” I 
hazarded, “or smoke?” 

“One night out a week and one cigar 
after dinner. In the summer he smokes it 
on the front porch and in the winter he 
does it in the basement, not in my living 
room.” 

One night not long after this conversa- 
tion we saw her husband in an expensive 
restaurant enthusiastically buying cigarets 
for an obvious lady in tight satin and loose 
furs. 

We have been married ten years now 
and whether nights should be out or in has 
never been discussed between us and cigaret 
stubs litter everything from the lustre 
saucers on the tea-table to the wash-bowl 
in the bathroom. 


\ E DRIFT in and out of the house 

separately and together and the re- 
turning one is never bombarded with em- 
barrassing questions. 

Occasionally I pack up and go to New 
York. When my husband meets me at 
the station he is never inquisitive about 
what I may or may not have been up to in 
that tempting metropolis. He does not 
lugubriously remind me that he had indi- 
gestion while I was away or complain that 
the laundress bestowed his silkiest socks 


upon her erring son; nor does he darkly | 
hint that during one of my unwifely | 


hegiras to Babylon, some other Jane will 
get and appreciate what I so ruthlessly 
neglect. 

He greets me more affectionately than I 
deserve and we go to a restaurant, have a 
bang-up dinner, and over the coffee I tell 
him everything, from the successful or un- 
successful interviews that I have had with 
editors down to the laughable attempts on 
the part of he-flirts to annex a married 
woman temporarily at large in Manhattan. 
I tell him that I dined with Hal because he 
is always amusingly full of literary scan- 
dal; that I went to the theater with Roger 
hecause he writes plays; and that I danced 
with Terry because he dances better than 
any man I know. 

My husband retaliates by telling me that 
he took Margaret to luncheon and Edith 
out to dinner; that athletic Sallie spent a 
week-end with him at our place in the 
country; and that Dora sought his advice 
at midnight about a wrecked love affair. 

Occasionally at first a friend meaning 
the worst would take me aside. 

“My dear,” she would whisper, “I have 
your best interests at heart and I think 
it my duty to tell you 

“That my husband took Edith to dinner 
and the Follies while I was in New York? 
Or that Sallie motored to the country with 
him? Or that Dora has been confiding in 
him again?” 

And the poor girl wobbles out of my 
life completely deflated. 

Or this happens to him. 

“By the way, old man, Adam got a 
glimpse of your wife in New York. She 
was 

“Talking to Hal Winton about things 
that matter and painting the town red with 
Terry Banning, and flirting her head off 
with everybody. I know all about her 
tricks. She’s a great kid.” 

Then we have to contend with the un- 
married old cat who is infuriated at the 
sight of a woman like me having her cake 
and eating it. She shuttles back and forth 
between us trying to start something, but 
she doesn’t realize, poor dear, that my hus- 
band knows things about me that she 
wouldn’t even have the vocabulary to 
suspect. 

Even assuming what is conventionally 
known as “the worst,” that vould disturb 
me less than to wake up soe fine morn- 
ing and find that as a permanent arrange- 
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AMAZINGNEW Pains 


KIND OF CAN 


in five 
OPENER Minutes 


1 If your feet pain and ache, if they tire easily or 

A DAY 4 feel cramped, if they burn or itch, if your legs ache 

. ree and postpaid my new ‘Foot Health”. It 

H sailing sensation of the  telishow foot troubleamay be correctedeasily,quickly 

opener—different from anything on ®&nd permanently at home by an entirely newmethod 

the market. For it lifts the lid that uses no arches, braces, cushions, bandages or 

= — device to be wornin the shoeor on the foot, 

Ww, - | without special shoes or tiresome exercises. Yet 

, danger of this can opener cutting the foot poins arectenses almost instantly, weak fallen 

, | arches rai and strengthened, the foot muscles 

: FREE SELLING OUTFIT invigorated, the circulation in the feet and legs 

Write me J Every improved, and the cause of foot troubles ma- 
jay means to you act qu y- show you 

selling plan that wins you two sales in each house. Also | B€Rtly corrected. Write for this free book now 

learn about Speedo Sharpener, the new kind of knife | @Nd learn how easy it is to have strong, sturdy, 

sharpener. Write The Central States Mfg. Company, | self-supporting feet free from aches and pains. 

. W-560, 4500 Mary Ave., St. Louis, Mo. 


Dest. Est. "7 DR. F. H. GRIFFITH, Foot and Leg Specialist, 


31 te 2011, Davidson Building, Kansas City, Mo. 
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DANCE 


to Fame, 
Fortune 
and Health 


World’s Foremost 


Let Veronine Vestoff, former solo 
your spare time at home for a glorious 
eareer in classic Dancing Wouldn't 
YOU like to be a star on the stage or 
in the 
income as a teacher of Dancing? n 
just a few short weeks you can learn 
Ballet, Classical, Eccentric, Greek, 
Interpretative, Oriental and Toe 
Dancing Most delightful form of 
culture. Bring slender, 
glowing health and 


physical 
graceful lines, 
vitality. 


§ Master 
of the Dance 


stage dancers and ne dane- 


Leading 


ing teachers owe their sucet ss to Vestoff’s 
exclusive method——among the A, Betsy 
Rees, premiere danseuse of the Keith- 


Albee Orpheum Circuit, "Dolores Gardner, 

motion picture star, and many others 

You too can acquire 

through the wonde rrul Vestograph that 

brings to your home the actual movements 

of the dance in motion pictures. 

Send for FREE BOOK and 
Special Offer NOW 

Write for Vestoff’s beautiful illustrated booklet on danc- 

ing Right now a wonderful offer is open to a few new 

students. Rush name and address TODAY. No cost, no 

obligation. Address: 


V. VESTOFF ACADEMIE DE DANSE 


Ballet Master 
Trains You at Home 


| 


danseur with Pavylowa, train you in| 


movies—or earn a handsome | 


professional technique | 


Dept. 212, 100 West 72nd St., New York, N. Y. | 


**After 10 years’ 
Belling I’ve found 
the biggest mone 
maker of themal 
MARCELWAVER. 
My first wee k’s prof- 

R. Mohr, New ork 


MAKE BIG MONEY QUICK 
WITH MARCELWAVER 


Amazing inven- 
Here’s Big g non of French 

ex,ert gives per- 

MoneyQuick fect marcel wave in 15 minutes— 
g= First Day ) costs 2c. Women €verywhere 
Geo. B. Eberts of} wild over astonishing results. 

lowa made that. Agents 


$389 In 1 Week EXCLUSIVE! cleaning 


gest profits in 
petition—patented in all coun- 
tries—$2 cash profit on every 
sale—every woman and girl 
buys. Exclusive territories now 
being allotted—no time to Jose. 
Send name and ad- 
FREE! dress and territury 
wanted. Full infor 
mation and protection on terri- 
tory Free—also finest selling out- 
fit. Send now. 
MARCEL WAVER CO., DEPT. $152, CINCINNATI, O. 


$213 in 4 Days 
Frank V. Wander 


aged that for 
seven weeks. 


MARCELWAVER CO., Dept.si52, Cincinnati, O. 
Rush fullinformation about MARCELWAVER and 
Free ae Outfit Offer. Also consider my applica- | 


Will you act 
representativ: 


| tion for exclusive sale in my territory. 

| Address........ | 


Do you want District 
Managers’ Offer. 


ment my husband preferred to talk to some 
other woman. The one thing that would 
make me inconsolably miserable would be 
to have him think me a stupid person. For 
I feel that sex isn’t everything. Marriage 
ought not to be based upon that, simply 
because it is an integral part of it. Mar- 
riage, to my husband and me, means com- 
panionship. It means living with a person 
with whom one can be unreservedly oneself 
against the whole suspicious world. My 
husband is not only the man who slipped 
a gold ring upon my finger and therefore 
has a periodical right to my person. He is 
the friend to whom I can babble anything 
and who responds with chuckles or advice 
as the case merits. I could even confide 
in him the fact that I had grown tired of 
him and be absolutely certain that he would 
understand and get my point of view! 

Sometimes my husband and I quarrel— 
bright-edged affairs that clear the air and 
leave us standing more solidly than ever 
en our mutual patch of ground. Our dif- 
ferences never leave us blindly resenting 
ene another. We say it and then smoke 
an amicable cigaret, cook a dinner to- 
gether, or take the dog out for a walk. 

I have had my married friends say wist- 
fully or wrathfully as the case might be: 

“Why can’t I be married like that? 
Yours is an exceptional case.” 

It isn’t necessarily exceptional. It ought 
to be possible for any two intelligent 
people to have the requisite common sense 
not to allow their hearts to do all their 
premarital thinking for them, to give the 
old brain a chance at regulating the affec- 
tions, for heaven knows they need it. 

If in a temporarily insane moment my 
husband took it into his head to forbid 
me to talk to Mr. A. because he has an un- 
savory past and might propose to make me 
part of it, that moment would perhaps find 
me mentally powdering my nose for action. 
And if I fussed about his penchant for 
the amusing society of Dora, his interest 
in her might go further than listening to 
her disillusionments over a tray brimming 
with cigaret stubs. 

In other words, a chastity that is pre- 
served on that basis is not worth the 
flimsy act they are forbidden to commit. 

Marriage today is being questioned and 
evaded and flouted simply because men 
and women are beginning to realize that 
four mutual walls and several children 
are not enough to keep two _ intelligent 
people interested in one another forever. 

Perhaps the man who would like the 
opportunity to prove to his own satisfac- 
tion that after all the little wife in blue 
gingham at home is a better scout than 
the enameled stenographer at the office 
who sibilates “Hot Daddy” through her 
gum and is merciless about men who 
dor’t say it with taxis. And there are 
wives, perhaps, who would like the thrill 
of finding out for themselves that all is 


not ~ae that plasters down its hair 
a la Valentino. 
If there were more of this attitude 


about marriage and less sodden insistence 
on marital duties perforated with don’t’s, 
there would be brighter faces in the parks 
on Sunday mornings and fewer sordid 
domestic tragedies too drab and uninter- 
esting to make the newspapers. 
And I believe that one husband with 

whole cityful of stenographers as possible 
dinner partners is less of a social evil 


than that same man sneaking out of q 


questionable flat at four a. m. with a lie 
on his lips and his shoes metaphorically 
speaking, in his hand. Give a husband 
the keys of the town and more often than 
not he will hand them back with a courtly 
bow. 

This sort of thing happens at our house 
frequently : 

We have just returned from a party. I 
have spent the evening in a dim corner 
with a “poet” and my husband has been 
discussing psychology with some attrac- 
tive, brainy young thing from college, 

“Oh,” I observe, stretching my arms and 
yawning, “that Rex Raggles i is a bore aiter 
the first hour and a half.” 

“Why?” queries my husband, lighting a 
cigaret, “I should think you'd have a lot 
in common. He’s up on all this modern 
stuff.’ 

“He clicks his teeth over Apollinaire 
and intones his own works through his 
nose.” 

“Well, when did you get so fussy? 
teeter in my chair and quote, Tenn nyson. 

your 
point of tl is your pole 

“Oh, give the poor nut a chance! He 
admires you.” 

“Oh, all right! Did you 
Howells interesting?” 

“Oh, so so! She thinks psychology and 
love are synonymous and she bites her 
nails.” 

“She has pretty eyes. And when did 
you start being so easily annoyed by man- 
nerisms? I tap my foot on the floor 
when I talk.” 

“But you talk, and think sometimes be- 
fore you do it.” 

Managing one another? Not at all. But 
even if we were, we do it so beautifully 
it would be a pity to stop us. 

We both feel that our marriage is con- 
ducted with imagination and more than a 
pinch of psychological insight, which 
means two people meeting under one roof 
to compare notes as they adventure 
through life. In other words, we prefer 
periodical sips of champagne to having 
our lips eternally glued to a great tubful 
of pale, tepid tea. 

Of course one must adopt an attitude 
early in the game. It isn’t always wise 
for a wife suddenly to look up over the 
matutinal oatmeal and accost the man 
she has been living with for a decade 
in this fashion: 


find Miss 


“John, put down that paper and listen.” 


“Well, what is it now?” wearily ob- 
serves the poor man, his hand hovering 
protectively in the vicinity of his wallet. 

“I’m bored,” she announces, fussing 
with the customary curl-papers. 

“Who isn’t?” he queries acidly, his mind 
on the dilemma of some lucky devil whom 
the newspaper has caught sinning on a 
yacht. 

“Let’s be unconventional and free and 
exciting,” she ripples. 

“All right,” he agrees resignedly, won- 
dering if there is a forgotten anniversary 
in the air that must be expensively ob- 
served. 

“You take Maisie out to dinner. I’ve 
a date with George.” 

Of course nine times out of ten there 
would be a fearful, unpatchable sort of 
row after he had regained consciousness, 
but even so—I wender. 


O you know the madness of love? Has it ever led you to hate a friend? 

Do you realize that, driven by this fierce passion, there is nothing at which 

one will hes'tate, no crime that seems too hideous? I know the real meaning of 

the madness of love and I have written the story of the frightful temptation 

that came to me because I loved too madly to warn you against this terrible 
insanity. Read my story in SMart Set for January. 
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kes copie and objects miles away f On 
clo: Brings to 4 ly 
e, farm, camp, travel, sport. 
fume, far and stars as never before. > $ 85 
New Ferry “‘Wonder”’ 
has 5 sections — over 3 ft. long 
open, 12 in. closed. Fully 
bound. Powerful lenses. 5 Sections 
! 8-Power Lenses 
GIV EN! Thai eed 
**I am delighted with 


the ‘Wonder’ tel- 
escope. Today I have 
been watching subma- 
rines 3miles off the coast.’’ 
—Philip Brush. “‘I can see 
across the 3 miles 
and see people fi shing.’’—M. 
L. Thorn. Rr am nearly 5 years 
old andif 1 could not get another 
would not take $10.00 for it.”— 
A. R. Walker. 
the church clock 5 
» Edward Foster. ‘‘Could tel color of 
aeroplane 4 miles awa, 

my Yarbrough. sawa Ligne House 18 
miles away.’’—Clyde Scribner. 


fy Send NoMoney 


Send name and address and Ferry Wonder 
3-ft. Telescope with free Carrying Case will 
come by return mail. Pay postman special 
a e of $1.85 plus few cents post- 

atisfaction fimited. or your 
= money back. Supply limited, order today! 


Ferry & Co. Dept. 8919 Chicago 


Absolutely FREE! 


leatherette cov- 


20 yds. or more to a bundle CoD 
Linens, Pevcales, Ginghams, 
Voiles, Chambrays, Scrim 


Direct from the mills to you et enormous 
lar pat- 


Pay postman on arrival 
pos! . If you are Satie ated, with th: 
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Girl 


Can Secure a 


By Distributing Normandy Chocolates 
Md atch is the newest, dainty rectangular 
pe, 25 year white gold-filled case. 
Exc uisitely guacaves, 6 jewel regulated 
and adjusted movem 
indy Choc lates are of thehigh- 
et ine. fresh and pure, and sell easily 
"re widely advertised. Send for 
= ells fully how you can become the 
proud - ner of one of these watches. 
ME SUPPLY COMPANY 
133 Goane St., Dept. 6912, N. Y. C. 


Skin Troubles 


Cleared Up—often in 24 hours. To prove 
you can be rid of pimples, blackheads, acne 
eruptions on the face or body, barbers’ itch, 
eczema, enlarged pores, oily or shiny skin, 
simply send me your name and address today—no cost 
—no obligation. CLEA NE tried and tested in over 
100,000 cases—used like toilet water—is simply magical in 
prompt results. You can repay the favor by telling your 
friends: if not, the loss is mine. W R E TODAY. 


E. Ss. GIVENS, 44 Chemical Bldg. Kansas City, Mo, 


ONLY ONE TO A CUSTOM 
Just to introduce — DIAMONDS 


0 h 
ond address and string size. “Specify style 1-2-3 


$1 Is All You Pay Money Refunded if not 
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A Broadminded 
Man 


[Continued from page 75] 


toward us, his eyes blazing. The door 
banged all the way open. Rain slashed 
into the cabin, and the wind shrieked in, 
but, for all the storm’s uproar, a stark 
silence seemed to crowd the room until 
the man spoke in the voice of one whom 
fury 7 victimized. 

“So, I come out in the storm to find 
you when you fail to reach home, and 
I find Rascal tied outside, and you in 
here. You—you damp cheater!” he 
grated, narrowing his eyes at Lan who 
had risen. “Now I know why you insist 
on riding alone every afternoon,” he 
fumed, taking in her clothes. 

“Oh! Bob, you’re so cruelly wrong,” 
Lan’s voice was piteous to hear. “The 
storm drove me in here. It’s the first time 
I’ve taken this trail this fall. You know 
I always ride the Eagle Nest trail.” 

“Bah! I don’t know a damn thing 
except what I see. You're here with a 
man—half-undressed,” he shot back. 
Then he turned upon me. “Who the 
devil are you, and what do you mean by 
carrying on like this with my fiancée? 
I'll kill you both,” he threatened ad- 
vancing with clenched fists. 

Suddenly I understood. His male pride 
had been outraged. He thought he had 
been grossly betrayed by her. He had. 
Lan had ignored him, and all the con- 
ventions with me. My broadmindedness 
swiftly vanished. Inwardly I actually 
sided with him, and in doing so put Lan 
out of my mind as a girl I could marry. 

This revolution occurred so swiftly 
within me that the man Bob only had a 
chance to cross the room to where [| 
stood while it was going on. He now 
stood toe to toe with me, measuring the 
range of my shoulders. I measured him 
back. He was the rangey, hard-fibered type 
of southerner. He could stand punish- 
ment, and give it. I was more muscular, 
faster perhaps from athletic training. 

Lan must have read my mind for she 
suddenly thrust herself between us as we 
stood glaring impotently at each other 
over her lovely head. “For my sake 
don’t,” she cried, the wind whisking her 
voice out into the raging night, “Bob, I 
tell you the storm drove me in here wring- 
ing wet. I never saw this gentleman 
before.” 

“What this lady states is true,” I said. 


HE man wheeled and faced me, his 
jaw shooting out: “You lie, both of 
you,” he stormed. 

My right fist shot out. It landed flush 
en his jaw. The man rocked for a mo- 
ment. I was partly off-balance when he 
swung back, smashing my right ear. I 
rushed him like a man gone mad. The 
impetus of my rush carried him back to 
the wall of the cabin, and there | had 
the big advantage. He could not get his 
return blows under way. He realized 
how he was trapped and desperately de- 
cided to risk uncovering himself and 
closing with me. But I saw his unguarded 
chin and swung for it with every ounce 
of steam I had. He went down like a 
lo 

7 I stood over him Lan crossed _ before 
me and knelt beside the man: “Bob— 
Bob—” she called. There was a strange 
kind of fear in her voice. 

“T’m sorry—I’m afraid he’s out. 
some whiskey and water,” 
afraid to lodk at her. 
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After all it was | 


The 


Unpardonable Sin 


A man may kick his neighbor, poke him in the nose 


or throw him down stairs. If he has any kind of an 
excuse we pass it by. That's all right. But what a 
fool is the fellow who deliberately kicks himself in 
the shins. He's a nut. That's ail there is to that. 
It's a sin and offense to abuse others, but there are 
times when it will be overlooked Never, how- 


ever, can we overlook a man's abuse of himself. 
That is the unpardonable sin which brings de- 
struction, 


Are You an Offender? 


Check up on yourself, fellow! Are you playing 
square with yourself? You've got a wonderful 
body there. Are you giving it all the breaks in life? 
Do you wake in the morning burning with pep and 
ambition? Do you still have the keen appetite of a 
kid? Do you have plenty of snap and zip as you 
go about your daily work? If not, you're just as 
bad as the chap who kicks himself in the shins. 
You're either a real, live, muscular, red-blooded, 
two-fisted he-man or your !body is being given a 
raw deal, Who's at fault? If no one else is abusing 
you, it must be yourself. 


Stop It! 


Determine this minute that 
you only knew what a 
strong, robust, healthy body meant, you would 
have had one long ago. Take it from me, fellow, 
it’s great to be healthy. I've been both ways and I 
now. Let's you and I work this thing out. What 
do you say? I'm a muscle builder. I'm a pep 
builder. I've taken the sickliest looking scare 
crows you'd ever want to look at, and I've built 
them up into real big powerful, verile men. Listen 
to this and I'll shoot you off a few things that are 
coming your way. In just 30 days, I'm going to add 
one full inch onto those arms of yours. Yes, and 
two inches to your chest in the same length of time. 
But that’s nothing. Get this. I'm going to broaden 
your back and deepen your che*t so that every 
breath you take will drag a full! ad of oxygen into 
your shooting life-giving red corpuscles into 
every nook and corner of your body. I'll broaden 
your shoulders and strengthen your neck. I'll 
put an armor-plate of muscle over that old tummy of 
yours. I'll shoot a quiver up your spine that will 
make you feel like turning flip-flops. Meanwhile 
I'll work on every muscle inside your body pepping 
up your vital organs and putting fire into your 
whole system. Good? You're durn tootin’ it’s 
good. It’s wonderful. And the best of it is—I 
don't just promise these things. I GUARANTEE 
THEM. You take no chances with me. It's a 
sure bet. Well, what do you say? Let's ride. 


Cut it out right now. 
you're nobody's fool. 


Send For My New 64-page Book 


“MUSCULAR DEVELOPMENT” 


It contains forty-eight full-page photographs of my- 
self and some of the many prize-winning pupils I have 
trained. Some of these came to me as pitiful weak- 
lings, imploring me to help them. Look them over 
now and you will marvel at their present physiques 
This book will prove an impetus and a real in- 
spiration to you. It will thrill you through and 
through. This will not obligate you at all, but for the 
sake of your future health and happiness do not 
put it off. Send today—right now before you turn 
this page. 
EARLE E. LIEDERMAN 

Dept. 5012 305 Broadway New York City 


EARLE E. LIEDERMAN, 

Dept. 5012, 305 Broadway, New York City 

Dear Sir: Please send me, without obligation on my 
xurt Whatever, a copy of your latest book ‘‘Muscular 
evelopment.’ 


Name 


Street 
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Brain Tools 


For Architects, Draftamen, Carpenters, Contractors, 
Builders and all who expect to build 


Men who work with their hands know that headwork gets 
them more money. 

Brain tools make the tools in your tool box at least 
twice as effective, and the best brain tools you can get 
are good books—not just any books, but books which teli 
you the things you want to know, and do it instantly. 
Carpenters make themselves contractors by learning how 
ao estimate correctly Contractors are able to handle 


bigger and more profitable jobs by learning how the big 

fellows do it, and architects and those who want to enter 

this highly paid profession earn more money by having 

facts and figures at their finger tips 

This brand new set of five handsomely bound books 

covering all phases of architecture, carpentry and build- 

ing, enables you to get authoritative, specialized in- 

formation in a moment No tedious long hours of reading 
no hard grinding study but instant reference to the 

vital facts You don’t waste a 

minute—the new jiffy index puts Free Membership 

before your eyes, without wasted Send now and we will in- 
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FREE EXAMINATION COUPON 


AMERICAN TECHNIC SOCIETY 

Dept. G-9193, Chicago, 
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ved by four generations 
ON EVERYWHERE 
free of face powder and Booklet 


rating new LARLACHE Creations 
Ben Levy Co., Dept.2ze 125 Kingston St., Boston,u.s.a 


Learn Classic Dancing 
At Home! 


A Month 


You, like thousands of others, 
will find it amazingly easy to 
j\ learn classic dancing at home 
by this wonderful new method. 
The cost is oy low. Charts, 
photograph tant. and phono- 
raph recor is 

ple and fascinatin 


FREE OUTFIT 


Complete studio outfit including costume, phon ph records, danc- 
ing bar, and slippers are sent absolutely FREE with your lessons. 
Ww it at once for full information mat the wonderful new 

y © method. No obligation. Lea at home. hemor today. 
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}along Eagle 


her fiancé whom I had fought and hurt. 
1 knew that women aiways sided in their 
hearts with their own men. 

| brought the water and whiskey. The 
man made an incoherent sound when the 
cool water touched his face. “Give him 
a sip of whiskey,’ | said, handing her a 
drink. “Ihe storm’s let up. I'm going 
out. When he’s able, and you're ready 
you two can go away.” 

As I trudged up trail everything of the 
past two hours rushed back through my 
mind; every word repeating itself; every 
move re-enacting itself in my memories. 
| knew | had fallen in love with a girl 
that | had been forced to condemn. When 
j it came to a pinch I was narrow in my 
attitude toward the woman I would give | 
my name to. It was not the actual busi- 
pencil of changing clothes in my cabin, or 
her impulsive response to my love-making 
that caused me to judge her as | did. 
It was the fact that she had done all these 
things while engaged to another man. 


RETURNED to the cabin within an 

hour, knowing that my regret would 
always be poignant, for Lan was the girl 
l had dreamed of in my heart. 

The cabin was empty. 

I seemed to see and hear Lan every- 
where the next day. For moments at a 
time I would stand dreaming before my 
open fireplace. Then, suddenly, | would 
snap my fingers as a man does who tries 
to be angry with himself, and go about 
doing something to forget her arms; her 
kisses; the softness of her voice; her air 
of pride and grandeur which reminded 
me of the Blue Ridge mountains. 

But, at noon, when the Virginia sun 
burst through the clouds, and the Valley 
became a golden bowl, rimmed by misty 
blue bands, Lan was still with me. I re- 
niembered her saying that she usually 
rode the Eagle Nest trail, and something 
whispered inside of me to strike that 
trail. 

An hour's hard hiking brought me well 
Nest trail that wound west- 


ward into the fastness of the mountains. 
The feeling that | would see Lan had 
become a certain belief when hooft-beats 
|}suddenly sounded down the trail. 


moved under cover of the thick trees, and 
waited with sharpening breath. Lan was 
coming ! 

However, it was not Lan 
past on a fine sorrel mount 
Bob! 

Somehow, the sight of him dashing by 
on horseback again brought me tu a sharp 
realization of the attitude I had taken 
toward Lan. She exercised a power over 
me that I did not want her to exert. See 
ing her would only make matters worse. 

Angry with myself for having been 
weak enough to seek the sight, and sound | 
of her again, I turned, and hurried back 
over the winding trail to my cabin. 

Lan was sitting on my doorstep. I saw | 


who rushed 


. The man, 


| 


| silence. 


her from the bend in the trail, and I 
would have about-faced and gone out of 
sight if she had not seen me, and started 
running my way. We met about halfway 
hetween the bend and the cabin. I waited 
for her to speak. 

“I—I came back so you could tell me 
what you started to tell me when Bob 
came in yesterday—and, to thank you for 
fighting for me,” she said looking down at 
the points of her riding boots. 


“T didn’t do anything to be thanked 
for,” I answered stiffly, purposely ignor- 
ing the other reason for her presence. 
That seemed the only way I could steel 


myself against her. 
There was a moment or two of strained 
Then she came closer, evidencing 


|a timidity that had not been apparent the 
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were about to tell me something when | 
he came in? Something about your 
thinking that you knew what had hap- 
pened to us that brought us together ‘so 
swiftly, so surely?” she said, her voice 
growing a bit braver with each word. 

“It was circumstances,’ I told her, 
looking off at the trees. “Put a man and 
woman together alone, and away from the 
world as we were, give them a drink or 
so, and most of them would do just as 
we did. I’ve had things like that happen 
many times before.” I tried to make my 
yoice sound terribly cold and_ sophisti- 
cated. I must have succeeded because my 
words had a perceptible effect upon Lan. 

“I—I see,” she managed to say, and 
turned away from me. I felt like a brute 
as | watched her walk uncertainly to her 
horse. And, to this day I don’t know how 
I ever refrained from rushing to her, | 
and taking her in my arms, But, instead, 
1 stood like the wooden image of a man, 
while she climbed into the saddle. some- 
how, and rode off with never another | 
look at me. I remained in my tracks a 
long, long time, alive to that kind of pain 
we feel when we know that something 
very beautiful and desirable has been for- | 
ever lost to us. | 

[The following week I rode into the 
Eagle Nest trail district. I would not 
admit even to myself that I did so princi- 
pally with the hope of coming across 
Lan. But, that was true, because the 
urge to see and hear her had become an 
obsession with me. 

It was the sound of the man Bob’s 
voice, raised in anger, that caused me to 
rein in my mount. I had never played 
eavesdropper in my life, but, something 
stronger than a sense of honor about such 
things held me there listening. 

“We've got to have the truth between 
us here and now,” the man was saying. 
“For two years we've been engaged, and 
you've made me almost force every kiss 
upon you as you did just now. I ac- 
cepted your story about what happened 
last week in that fellow’s cabin, and what 
does it get me? Here, you go j 

“Must we go all over that again, Bob?” 
came from Lan. Her voice made by heart 
beat faster. “You promised never to 
mention 

“Well, then I won't,” he cut in, “T’'ll 
just come right down to brass tacks. 
Why do you still refuse to let me kiss 
12” 


vou 


*UDDENLY realizing that Lan’s answer 

was going to mean a great deal to me 
one way or the other I strained forward, 
feeling as if something would burst inside 
of me if she didn’t say what I wanted her 
to say. She began to speak: 

“You know as well as I do why we're 
engaged .. . And it is no reason for me | 
to—to—kiss you. Oh! I never, never 
wanted to be forced to tell you this, Bob. 
But, I must now. Things can’t go on this 
way. I have never really kissed you be- 
cause—because all my life I’ve felt that | 
I could never give my lips to any except 
the one and only man. Such things seem 
to mean so very much to me,” 

The trees began to dance around drunk- 
enly. Lan’s words had gone to my head 
and heart like wine. They made it pos- 
sible for me to change my mind about | 
her; to exalt her in my heart as I wanted 
to do. I turned, not caring to hear any | 
more, and rode away. At a safe distance | 
I spurred my horse into a gallop for the | 
cabin. 

Life seemed to be beginning all over | 
again as it had done the first time I 
looked upon Lan. I never bothered why 
she was engaged to him so long as she 
didn’t really love him. It’s funny how a 
man can change so easily once he is at 
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| came almost immediately. 


unions Unnecessary 
Prove it in 15 Days! 


Can you believe your eyes? Note the actual 
photographs above. (The same foot, pictured 
twenty-seven days apart.) 


Will you trust your own senses? The same 
wonderful demonstration on your feet, free if 
it fails. 

No wonder pedodyne solvent has caused the 
whole world of foot specialists to turn their 
attention from surgery to the miracle of 
chemistry that gently but surely dissolves the 
growth, 

So far as the painful part of bunions is con- 
cerned, you may forget it from your first day 
with pedodyne—for relief is almost instant. 


Actual reduction of the enlarged joint 
takes a little time. Two weeks or more. 
Isn’t it wonderful that you can absolutely 
do away with the malformation and be 


Has New Hair 


KOTALKO 
DID IT 


“After con- 
valescing from 
pneumonia and 
the mumps, 
nearly all | 
hair came off, 
and left me 
practically 
bald,” writes 
Miss Amee 


tried 
everything, 
sparing neither 
time normoney, 
yet there wasno wii 
sign of life in the scalp. I came to the conclusion that 
the hair roots had been killed by a germ, and thought 
seriously of buying a wig. 

“One day a sympathetic lady gave me some 
Kotalko which I began to use. 
me, were amazed at the result, as the improvement 
Now I am the proud pos- 
sessor of lovely, thick curly hair. Life seems worth 
living, and I am very happy.”’ 

Men also who were bald-headed for years report 
new hair growth through Kotalko. Many testimonials 
from men and women. You may buy a full-size box 
at the drug store under money-refund guarantee. 


If you have dandruff, or are 
ree 0 losing hair, or if you are 
nearly or entirely bald, write 

KOTAL CO., L-488, Station L, New York 
Please send me FREE Proof Box of KOTALKO 


I, and all who knew | 


| 


| 


| worry lines faded away. In 3 days my 


wearing a smaller, trimmer shoe by the time 
you need new shoes again? 


Trial FREE 


fhe pedodyne process is scientific, and cannot 
be explained here. But the fu// treatment guar- 
anteed to bring complete results may be yours 
to try—if you’ll only clip this special coupon: 


KAY LABORATORIES Dept. 129 
186 N. La Salle Street, Chicago, III. 
Please arrange for me to try your 


l pedodyne process, which is guar- | 
| anteed to dissolve bunion formation and restore 

i normal ease and flexibility of affected joints. | 
Address 


“(This is NOT an order: ship nothing C.0.D.) 


WRINKLES GONE IN 3 DAYS 
vanished 

so quickly J 
was astonished 
at the wonder 


results ~ 
By Miss Karsten’ 


For years I tried everything to remove wrinkles which 
marred my beauty, hindered my pleasure in social life and 
made me look old before my time, but without results, 
One day a friend who had just returned from abroad 
gave me this wonderful secret discovered in Egypt, which 
preserved the youthful appearance of the fairest Egyptian 
Beauties. I tried it—results were amazing—I could not 
believe my eyes. After a few applications wrinkles and 


skin became firm and youthful freshness 
was restored, 


This Priceless Secret Yours 


Why look old! Why allow wrinkles, black- FROWN LINES 

heads or pimples to mar your appearance 

when they can be harmlessly removed as if 

by magic? No massaging—no painful Y 

electric_treatment—no harmful lotions. 

Ruga Creme will amaze you—bring back ee 

w youth to your face. Try it! - 

CROW'S FEET 


Special $5offer Now $469 
only one jar toa person en 
Our Laboratories have secured a limited 
sappy of these costly ingredients, 10,000 
$5.00 jars of Ruga Creme at this 5 
cial offer to introduce. Just pay postman 
1.69 to cover laboratory expense plus a 


| 
LAUGH LINE 


ment you do not notice a decided improve- 
ment, return balance and we will refund 
your money. Don’t miss this amazing offer 
Just send name and address TODAY! 


Send cath with foreign orders. 


Jean Laboratories ™ 


| 
| 
| 
‘ob 
a 
q | 
| ew pennies postage. If after third treat- 
135 
XUM 


Heal od Clear 
Itching Skin 


See Free Trial Coupon 

Are aS ny a sufferer from skin diseases, ul 

ples, scales, crusts, or eczema in any form 
> yee long for that calm cool sensation that 
comes when the itch is taken away. You can 
easily have clear, smooth health — ‘ou will 
only try pure cooling antiseptic D. D D. Twenty 
five years of success—thousands ba former skin 
sufferers recommend this famous remedy to you. 


Instantly it brings relief from that burning itch- 

ing torture. Pimples, and more stubborn skin 
uptions quickly vanish. D.D.D. effectively heals 
—- Clean disappearing antiseptic liquid. 
to use and positively safe. ei iehy 

} rtectly and makes it clear, soft and 


Free! 


Bottle 
Send your name and 


for a_generous trial bottle of 
D.D.D. The first touch from 
this trial will give you instant 
relief no matter how long you 
have suffered. Free Trial Bot- 
tle sent postageprepaid. Mail 
coupontoday ora postal willdo. 


Free Trial Coupon 


D. D. D. Co., De 

8845 Ill, 
Send me free and prepaid trial 
bottle of D. D. D. prescription. 


Address 


Earn up to $250 


per Month, Pete 


Trained men ne 


Cc moder 
spon for full 


eps ime 
ate; terme if desired. Send cor 
details 


BUSINESS INST., Buffalo, N. Y. 
Send me, entire free. Be t No. D-1500, giving full particulars 
about course in Railws ay Tr or Inspection 


City 


rest over the vital question with which 
he concerns himself about women! The 
fact that she had kissed me because she 
felt she loved me, and the fact that she 
had ignored the conventions because of 
the same reason, magically made every- 
thing all right. 

A thousand impulses came to me as I 
paced the cabin. Most of them had to 
do with finding some way to see Lan 
immediately. Nothing mattered except 
my yearning to see her and hear her 
again. I was just about to get into some 
presentable clothes to go in search of 
her when she came galloping up the trail. 
I stood as if nailed to the threshold while 
she dismounted and came toward me. I 
was afraid that she was some gossamer 
vision that might fade at my approach. 

Her eyes were very misty and wistful 
as they met mine: “I suppose you're ter- 
ribly surprised to see me again? I came 
to tell you good-bye.” 

“Good-bye?” I questioned, my voice sud- 
denly dull. 

“I’m going away tomorrow a 

“Going away! Why, Lan?” I asked, 
terrified by the thought of losing her. 

“Because I love you,” she said simply. 

“Lan,” I cried, impulsively taking her 
in my arms, and straining her against me. 
“Lan, don’t say you're going away. Il 
don’t want you to go. I want you to 
stay. I love you, Lan. Don't go,” I 
begged. 

“lve got to marry Bob. I thought 
once this afternoon that I could refuse. 
Oh! It’s so hard to explain everything. 
I've—I’ve got to 

“You've got to—what do you mean?” 
I insisted, remembering that there was 
some secret, mysterious reason for Lan’s 
being engaged to Bob. 

“His mother, and my father were sweet- 


hearts from childhood. Something hap- 
pened to keep them apart. They have 
lived all these years loving each other. 


His mother’s been an invalid a long time. 


Father’s almost at the 
their hearts upon our marrying. They 
say it’s the closest they can ever come to 
cealae the desire of their own hearts 
and souls,” she said, her enforced bravery 
fading from her voice as she reached the 
end. 

I held Lan in my arms for a long time, 
until the sun dropped beyond the Blue 
Ridge. We said good-bye knowing it 
could never be good-bye in our hearts 
and souls. We would always hope to 
meet again somewhere, sometime. 

Lan found me lying face down on the 
cabin floor two hours later. She had 
come back to me because she had gone 
to her father and confessed the truth in 
her heart. 


end. They've set 


‘Father was so—so brave and sweet 
about it. He—he said he knew the tor- 
ture of loving and not having. He said 


he would make Bob’s mother understand, 
I just couldn't have gone through with 
my promise after’ meeting you, again. 
Oh! it would have been such an awful 
sin to marry Bob, and—and love P 

“Lan—Lan, my darling,” I whispered 
into her blue-black hair. 

“Kiss ‘me, hold me. Never, never let 
me go,” she answered lifting her lips to 
me. 

Later, I told her everything. It did not 
seem right that she should not know how 
| had judged her the night of the storm. 
Her answer made me feel that a hand 
had touched my heart. 

“I don’t blame you, dear. It’s the way 
with men. They can't help being narrow- 
minded about such things. Love itself 
makes them so. But, with us it’s different. 
Love makes women just the opposite. It 
sweeps away all of the barriers, the things 
that we have not dared sweep away until 
the moment we love.” 

“Lan, Lan,” I said over and over, and 
that one word seemed enough to explain 
all that there was in my heart for the girl 
I had once condemned. 


Why I Had My Face Lifted 


[Continued from page 77] 


face and I wept as I saw it. It sounds so 
foolish when one talks of it or writes it 
but at the time it was a poignant grief and 
the thought of Jack made it more so. 

I could not bear it. 

From that time on I began to plot and 
plan. I was determined to find the great- 
est facial surgeon and put myself in his 
hands. Over and over again I led the 
conversation to face-lifting when I was 
with women friends and I found much to 
encourage and more to discourage me. 

There are three very great facial sur- 
geons I discovered. They are called Men 
of Mystery by many because one never 
hears of them except through some friend. 
They are never “written up.” They never 
advertise. Indeed it is not easy to get to 
them without a letter of introduction from 
some patient or friend of theirs. 


One of these men is in New York, one 
in Paris and one in London. The New 
York surgeon I dismissed from my mind 


at once. Not for anything would I have 
my face lifted in New York, to be the 
subject of gossip and speculation on the 
part of my friends and acquaintances. 


HE Paris surgeon I learned much 
about. He was very exclusive, very 


clever and very costly. He could make a 
woman of sixty appear about thirty. 

Rut Paris was out of the question as 
this Mystery Man insisted upon patients 
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staying ten days in his sanitarium and 
that I could not manage for I had made 
up my mind that Jack was never to know 
what I had done. 

So it was the great London facial sur- 
geon I decided to consult. Jack and I 
were going to England in June and though 
we should spend most of our time in Lon- 
don Jack would certainly go to stay sev- 
eral weeks with his old father in Devon- 
shire. I could make some excuse to stop 
in London before I joined him at their 
lovely country place. 

I believe Jack was very worried about 
me those last few weeks in New York and 
on the voyage as well for I was so 
nervous and irritable and absent minded. 
But he was as patient and attentive as 
could be, while I seldom thought of him 
or his affairs but only concentrated on 
what might happen to me. 

Would the Mystery Man see me? 
Would the mere mention of the name of 
a woman who had been to him be enough 
to induce him to take me? And if he did 
consent to see me and operate on my face 
would I really have the courage to go 
through with it? 

The Mystery Man lives in one of those 
quiet old London squares which 
their loveliest in the early summer. 

An elderly, white haired man opened the 
door. He was distinctly un-English for 
his skin was dark and he wore a sort of 
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that is what it was and to my joy it| 
Ny | stated tersely that he would see me at | 
eleven that same morning. 


He seated me where the light fell full | 
upon my face. Through the window | | 
could see a charming garden, while with | 
his long strong fingers he examined my | 
face, the texture of my skin, lifted the | 
flesh up at the sides and seemed to make | 
ae > measurements which he repeated in a low | 
voice to a white clad nurse who sat at a 


desk in an alcove. 
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He smiled. “You are truthful,” he said 
and I realized that whatever I had an-| 
swered he would have known my real | 
age. 

More examination, then, “I will take) 
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They operate on the electric light in your home or on 
their own motive power at less than 50 cents per year. 
Elco Health Generators are positively the Fry 2 in- 
struments which can ee, you in one outfit Elec- 
tricity, Violet Ray—Vibration and Ozone—the four 
atest curative agents. Send the coupon below. 
tt the Free Book NOW 
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New Self-Massaging Belt 
REDUCES WAIST 
-Fasily ! 


Substitutes good, solid tissue 
for bulky useless, disfiguring 
fat, yet does it gently you 


hardly know it is there. 


Formerly those who wished to re- 
duce without dieting or strenuous ex- 
ercise had to go to a professional 
masseur. His method brought 
about the desired reduction. But 
it was expensive and time-con- 

“suming, and few could take 
advantage of it 
Remarkable New 
Invention 

At last a wonderful new 
invention brings this same 
effective method within the 
reach of all. The Weil 
tifie Reducing Belt by me: 

, prepared and scientifi- 
cally fitted rubber is so con- 
structed that as you wear it every 
breath you take and every move 
ment you make imparts a constant 
massage to every inch of the abdo- 
men Working for you every second, 
it reduces much more rapidly than 

-ordinary massage, saving both time 
and money. 

Actually Removes Fat 

It does not merely draw 
in your waist and make you 
appear thinner. It actually 
takes off the fat Within a 
few weeks you find 4 to 6 
inches gone from your waist- 
line You look and feel 10 
to 15 years younger. 

The Weil method of re- 
duction is used by athletes 
and jockeys because it reduces quickly and preserves 
their strength. Highly endorsed by physic jans. Satis- 
faction guaranteed or your money back 

SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER 
Write today for full description and Special 10-Day 
Trial Offer. The Weil Company, 8712 Hill Street, 
New Haven, Conn. 
! THE WEIL COMPANY, 8712 Hill St., New Haven, Conn. 

Gentlemen:—Please send me, without obligation, 
complete description of the Weil Scientific Reducing 
Belt and your special 10-Day Trial Offer. 
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We give you $25.00 selling outfit abso- 
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bo and everything else needed for 
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STYLE-ARCH SHOE COMPANY 
Dept. 102-M Cincinnati, Ohio 


Your old gold wedding ring can be trimmed to 
modern stylish size and shape and covered with a 
heavy shell of precious, sparkling genuine Platinum, 
hand-carved with beautiful ridal Flower design. 
Your gold and original engraving, with all the senti- 
ment you attach toth preserved, to be plainly 
seen inside the perfectly fitted platinum covering. 


Stop Advertising Your Age! | 
| 


That heavy gold band stamps you as a “back number.” Platinum- 
covered rings are all the style now And YOU can have one, be- 

eee cause the cost is only $12.95 (Jewelers’ regular price 
$18.00). A real investment, because platinum triples the 
value of your ring. 


Send No Money! | 


Just put your old ring in an envelope and mail it regis- 
tered. Pay the postman when he hands you the beautiful 
Platinum ring which will make you the envy of all your | 
friends 
All Work Guraranteed Satisfactory for 20 Years, or Money Back. | 
Reference, 4th and Central Trust Co., Cincinnati. 
PETER VAN ZANDT, ENGRAVER 
1012 Burton Avenue, Desk K-3, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
(Riggs covered with gleaming 18-Carat White Geld. only $7.95) 


accompanied her into the operating room 
with its white walls and furniture and 
the special chair where I was to sit while 
my face was made over. The doctor came 
forward and urged me not to be nervous 
and above all things not to twitch or 
move suddenly while he was working. 
He studied the photograph I had given 
him for a few moments, while the nurse 
placed me in the chair. 

Finally he turned to me with a smile, 
arranged the chair at the right angle for 
his work and covered my shoulders with 
a soft fleecy towel. 

Then he lifted the skin up from my 
jaw on one side, smoothing it as he 
worked till there must have been a wad 
of flesh gathered above the ear and this 
he fastened with a sort of clip. Then 
the other side the same way and he stood 
back to study it, for all the world like a 
dressmaker trying on a frock. He ad- 
justed both sides of my face several times 
in fact, till the effect was what he wanted 
then he moved over to his table and I 
closed my eyes that I need not see the 
sharp little surgeon's knife gleaming in 
his hand. 

It was all over in so short a time I 
could hardly believe it had happened and 
that pieces of flesh had been taken from 
my face for there had been no pain, no 
ugly sight of blood or even the feel of 
blood flowing. But now there was a 
slight soreness in each wound, a sense of 
constriction which made me feel I could 
not speak or smile without my face crack- 
ing. So great had been my nervous ten- 
sion that when the plaster was adjusted 
each side and I was about to look in the 
mirror the little nurse handed me | faint- 
ed dead away instead. 

Then the nurse drove back to my hotel 
with me, saw me safely in bed and tele- 
phoned some other nurse to come and 
look after me for a day or two on account 
of my nervous condition. I told her to 
tell any friends who called that | was 
suffering from a nervous breakdown and 
must rest. 

Came the great surgeon himself one 
day. I was to have gone back to his office 
to have the stitches removed but I think he 
must have been anxious about me. He 
took my face gently in his hands again, 
called for a basin and some warm water, 
bathed the two wounds and smiled with 
satisfaction as he removed the stitches 
while I tried not to wince. 

“T will look at my face now,” I said 
tremblingly, for I had not been near a 
mirror during those anxious waiting days. 

I took the mirror. My face was ghastly 
pale and over and rather back of the ears 
were red scars. But these I knew would 
be covered when my hair was arranged 
properly. Certainly the flabby, dragged 
down flesh about my jaw and the dis- 
figuring lines about the mouth had dis- 
appeared. My face was firm. 


WO days later Jack came back quite 
unexpectedly. 

“I could not stay away another day, 
darling,” he said as he took me in his 
arms. “I have been so worried about 
you in spite of your letters and _tele- 
grams.” 


TRANGE bits of life come to us newspaper women,” 


known to millions of readers through her department, 


There was such a 
such joy in his tender 
He was my lover of twenty-tive 
years ago. 

“What has come bétween us, Betty?” 


T looked at him. 
light in his eyes, 
glance. 


have 
You have been 
Has it been my 


he asked drawing me closer. “I 
been thinking it all over. 
so unhappy, so nervous. 
fault in some way 

“Tt was Jack darling, but 
nerves and being run down. I have been 
resting most of the time and I feel like 
myself again. Don't I look better?” 

He glanced at me. “My beautiful Betty” 
he murmured with that wonderful light 
still in his eyes. 

And then I knew, he had never seen 
me except as I was in the days of our 
youth. All my anguish was from my 
own misgivings, not his. He had never 
had any and his puzzled looks were lhe- 
cause of my seeming unhappiness, his 
pity was merely sympathy for what | 
appeared to be suffering. He is one of 
those men whose love never changes. To 
him I had always been and always will 
be his beautiful Betty. 

We had long sunlit weeks in Devon, a 
gay time in London and went back to 
New York as happy as two people can be 
but as soon as I began to go about and 
see my friends self consciousness crept 
over me, 

I knew only too well that they discussed 
me before and after my appearance at any 
parry: 

“She simply does not look natural,” | 
heard one of them say to Sylvia when | 
had gone into the hall and was waiting 
for the car. “Do you think she had any- 
thing done to her face while slie was 


away? 
“Certainly not,” declared Sylvia loyally, 
“she was fearfully run down and_ the 


change did her all the good in the world.” 

“No change does that kind of good,’ 
exclaimed another voice. “And I per- 
sonally don’t think she looks better than 
she did. Younger, yes, but sort of un- 
naturally younger, if you know what | 
mean.” 

If I had been self conscious before, I 
assure you I was twice as much so then. 
Perhaps the wisest thing would have 
been to have confessed and let everyone 
talk as much as they liked but that | 
could not bring myself to do. 

Two years have passed since that ex- 
perience in London and a few days ago 
I examined my face carefully. There is 
no doubt that lines are creeping round 
my mouth and eyes again, little lines but 
unmistakable especially when I get tired. 
And my cheeks are drooping somewhat, 
can see that too. I do not suffer such 
poignant grief about it now, however. | 
am well. I am happy. I love deeply and 
am deeply loved. I know it is silly to 
fight against the signs of age to the ex- 
tent of running such a risk as I did and 
as many other women do. Not for 
anything in the world would I have my 
face lifted again. 

I shall keep my heart uplifted and 
trust that it will be mirrored in my ex- 
pression however else my face may 
change with the years to come. 


says Elsie Robinson, 


“Listen, World.” 


“Some times these fragments are bitter, sordid; sometimes they are rare and 


beautiful. 


Hilda’s story, as it came to me, was a mixture of many things but 


because of Axel, her husband, it was so fine and true and tender that, in writing 


it out for you, I called it “To Forgive Is Divine.” 


You will weep with me and 


Hilda and, yes, most of all with Axel, when you read this fragment of life in 
January Smart Ser.” 
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Burlington Watch Co. 


you can use 
week- 


You can add $10.00 to $30.00 a week to your en 
pleasant, dignified way—repre totenrtd well know 

house 48 years in business. Distribute famous cae 

xtracte, Rare Perfumes, and Exquisite Toilet Prepa- 

tions. goods only— more than 225 different prepara- 

tic ons. Full or spare time. Corrine Lindsey made $2.80 per hour first 

week. Mrs. Hammen $28.00 in 19 hours. Many women F hees repre- 
sented us 15 to 25 years. 


Easy Work—No Experience Needed. 
We show you the way to make money easily in fascinating, out-door 
occupation. You work with the best people in town, make new friends, 
and Lave a business of your own. 


SEND NO MONEY 


No Cash in Advance. We ship on account to responsible women. 
If you would like $10.00, $20.00 or a week extra, write at once to 


THE ABNER ROYCE COMPANY, Est. 1879 


M-6 Royce Bldg., Cleveland, Ohio. 
that athing. without 
in 
not Lew | dime back quick. This a offer may not be 


A PERFECT FORM 
and a Lovely Face! § 4 


ivory complexion dreams of po ae rid of her 
defects- Semmeage neck, bony arms, skinny legs, 

hollow cheeks, shapeless bust, sallow skin. 

big Three Part Treatment is the ONLY ONE 

which ordinarily costs $2.00 

if you send ten cents toward expenses. (Stamps are safest). A 
big Aluminum Box of my peerless Wonder Cream included. 

Sent sealed and 1S THIS WORTH 10¢ To you? If 


4. DAY TREATMENT CIVE ‘ 


BUFFALO, N. Y. 


Be a Nurse 
Massafist.etc. 


Men and Women earn $30—$75 a week 
Earn while you learn at home Nursing 
assage, Hydroand Electro M 3 
GwaranteeCourse. Under Medical Su 
Noexperience necessary . Authorize 
Get FREE Health Specialist BOOK, now. 


SEYL INSTITUTE 
Dept. 44-L 1548 Belmont Ave., CHICAGO 


BOYS & 

cIRLs Xmas Money 

Write for 50 Sets St. Nicholas Christmas 

Seals. Sell for 10c a set. When sold send us 

$3.00 and keep $2.00. No Work--Just Fun 

St. Nicholas Seal Co., Dept. 101-S. Brooklyn, N. Y. 
WANTED-GIRLS, WOMEN 


Learn Gown Designing and 
Making easily Pa 


without leaving your “ 


home. Spare mo- 
ments only. FRANKLIN 

Ay Rochester, NY, 

ester, 

$100 a W © Rush to me free 
MAIL ff 32 page “Gown Book" 
COUPON “ with sample lessons: 
Name. 


__ Love 
and Infatuation 


[Continued from page 79] 


we cannot afford to play our cards hap- 
hazardly if we hope to come out even. 
We need to understand the meaning and 
value of the cards we hold and how to 
play them to best advantage. Elsie’s 
search for happiness and thrills, has 
crowded her years with failure. 

“Dear Mrs. Madison,” she writes. “I 
have been married twice, although I am 
only twenty-six. I have a little girl of 
four. 

“IT cannot see why it is that I cannot 
make a success of marriage. I am break- 


ing away now from my second husband | 
and intend soon to go to a third man, | 


whom I feel certain, I love. Yet I felt 
the same way about the other two. Why 
is it that I cannot find happiness and stay 
married for good? What is the matter 
with me?” 

The trouble with you Elsie, is that you 
are a thrill-hunter and mistake momen- 
tary infatuation for love. Until you 
realize that life and marriage are not a 
continual search for thrills and excite- 
ment, you are not likely to find peace of 
mind. .You should have decided before 
marrying, whether you could endure the 


dull daily routine of married life after | 


the glamor of the honeymoon wore off. 

It is flattering to your vanity to have 
men admire you and offer you marriage. 
But what has it all brought you my dear? 

Is it safe to trust your life to a man 
who claims to love you yet urges you to 
action that will mean loss of reputation, 
loss of self-respect? That is the problem 
facing Clara. 

“He didn’t tell me he was married,” 
states Clara’s letter, “for almost a year— 
until he had assured me of his love many 
times and I had admitted he is the whole 
world to me. Now he wishes me to act 
as corespondent in his divorce suit. He 
says he will then marry me. 


HERE are moments when I adore 

him and moments when I could kill 
him for deceiving me as he has. What is 
your advice please?” 

Dear Clara, if you are to avoid wreck- 
ing your life, you will have to conquer 
this infatuation and face facts. This man 
has deceived you deliberately. Have you 
any reason to believe he will not deceive 
you again? 

He asks you to go through with the 
disgrace of acting as corespondent in his 
divorce suit. What reason have you to 
believe that he will finally marry you? 
You have proved that his is not trust- 
worthy. You have proved that he is 
thinking of his own welfare not yours. 

Here’s a letter that contains a sugges- 
tion almost startling in its modernism. 

“Dear Mrs. Madison: 

“Why should a girl always sit back 
and wait for a man to propose to her? 
Why should she not be direct and 
frank in love and friendship. 

“IT am in love with a rather shy 
young man. I know he likes me for 
he has palled about with me for 
nearly a year. I know he has money 
and can support a wife. I am going 
to speed things up a little by pro- 
posing to him the very first chance 


get. 
“Don’t you think this is sensible? 
Why should I not be a go- ~getter ? 
Julia.” 


the 
Saxophonist and Teacher 
instrument 

If you can whistle a tune, you can 
master the Saxophone. 3 free lessons 
ve you a quick easy start. Play scales in an 
our, tunes in a week. Send coupon today for 
literatureon any instrument. Get our free trial, 


easy payment plan. No obligation. Nothing 
else give you greater pleasure than a 


True Tone Saxophone 
BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments 
1761 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana 


Clip the Coupon NOW! 


BAND INSTRUMENT CO. 
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BEGINNERS Make $50 a Week 


Drafting is the BIG field, men! Every industry you 
can name BEGINS with the draftsman. Without 
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$10, A YEAR isn’t extraordinary ry pay for a 
finished draftsman. Nor $3,500 ,000 
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ing. You need no talent for draw- 
ing; its ali done by rules, and with tools. One of my 
students is 51 years old; another is just seventeen. But 
they’ll all be making a grown-up salary next season! I 
guarantee to make anyone a finished draftsman who 
can see the opportunity and clip this coupon for my 
new, beautiful, illustrated book. 
CHIEF DRAFTSMAN DOBE 
1951 Lawrence Avenue,Chicago Div. 20.69 
Send me FREE and POSTPAID, in time for 
FREE TOOL OFFER, your new book, Suc- 
Draftsmanship, and 
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I’m Looking at the 
World Thru Rose 


Colored Glasses. 
Oh, If I Only Had You. 
Valencia. 

Where'd 

Baby Face. Some One Is Losin’ 
How Many Times. Susan. 
Barcelona. Cherie I Love You. 
Roses Remind Me _ I’m Walking 

of You. Around in Circles, 


Bye Bye Black Bird. Lonesome and Sorry. 
That’s WhyI Love You. Red, Red Robin. 


Here they are! The 16 song and dance successes of 
the hour! All New York is humming, whistling and 
dancing to these pieces. We offer you—all 16 of them 
—for only $2.98 0n eight 10-inch, double-faced guar- 
anteed records. Play them on any phonograph. Eac! 
record beautifully rendered by famous orchestras. 
Just send coupon or 
Send No Money! postcard. Play these 
records for 10 days in your own home. See how won- 
derful they are. Note clearness, beauty and volume of 
tone. Only give postman $2.98 plus a few cents deliv- 
ery charges. If not entirely pleased, return records 
and we'll refund money and pay postage BO 
WAYS without question. Low price is possible by 
manufacturing in sets and selling direct to thousands 
of users. Don’t wait. Mail coupon below or postal. 


: Co-operative Record Co., Dept. 274 
PORT WASHINGTON, WIS. 


= Send me on ro days trial, your 16 Fox Trots, Songs, 
= Charlestons and Waltzes on 8 double-face, 10-inch 
= records, guaranteed equal or better than any records 
= made. I will pay postman only $2.98, plus delivery 
= charges on arrival. However, this is not a purchase. 
= If records don’t entirely please me, I will return them 
= within 10 days and you will refund my money without 


a question. Outside of U.S. send $3.50 with order. 


SABO. PAI NLESS HAIR REMOVER 


Only instrument that removes superfluous hair perma- 
nently and painlessly. No drugs. No chemicals. Nota 
needle. Entirely automatic. $3.00 brings it parcel post 


with money back guarantee. Descriptive literature free. 
EDAM MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
3122 Scranton Rd., Cleveland, O. 


AVIATION F R E E 


Information 


Send us your name and address for full information re- 
garding the Aviation and Airplane business. Find out 
about the many great opportunities now open and how 
we Prepare you at home, during spare time, to qualify. 
Our new book “Opportunities in the Airplane Industry” 
also sent free if you answer at once. 

AMERICAN SCHOOL OF AVIATION 
Dept. 2069 3601 Michigan Ave. 


| ship. 


tween thrills, 
|rare moments of love and like a soprano’s 


land 


|experiencing is 


Dear Julia, your theory is interesting. 
The only question is, will it work? That's 
the test of all theories, isn’t it? If you 
consider the idea worth while, go ahead, 
but if your proposal kills the young man’s 
growing interest, is it worth trying? 

Psychology will tell you that men de- 
pend for their enjoyment of love on tak- 
ing the initiative. So why should you 
deprive the man you love of the joy of 
pursuing you? 

A man is never too bashful to ask the 
girl he loves to be his wife, when the 
right time comes. If he doesn’t love you, 
your proposing will not help your chances 
will mean needless humiliation for 
you. 

RACE’S letter though short asks 

searching questions, 

“Does love ever last?” Grace asks. “And 
why do they say that true love never runs 
smooth? So many marriages end un- 
happily. Why are so few able to make a 
success of love?” 

Of course love lasts, Grace—if it is real 
and true. Infatuation dies, but love en- 
dures. So make sure that what you are 
love—congenial and un- 
sensible—not just a quick 


selfish and 
flame ! 

The mental side of love is what usually 
determines its lasting power. Love that 
is real includes a sort of glorified friend- 
This fills in the long intervals be- 
which after all are but the 


high C, can’t be sustained long. 

As for the ancient aphorism that true 
jlove never runs smooth, don’t pay too 
/much attention to it or other epigrams. 
True love sometimes runs smooth as a 


| mill-pond. 


How are you to find true love, which 
is neither all passion nor all spirituality 
but a beautiful human blending of both, 
dear girls? How are you to marry wise- 
ly and happily? 

“A man has just as good friends as he 
is,” says psychology. And this is true of 
love. Bring wisdom, good sense, genuine 
practical charm and good will to your 
friendships and love affairs and you will 
be likely to find love as bright and true 
as that you give. 


Learn the practical arts that charm 
others and make them comfortabie. Learn 
|to play some musical instrument. If you 


|are sensible you will not be above practi- 
}cal expert cooking of the dishes that men 


| ting unselfish love, 


|that real romance 


like well. No man ever loved a girl less 
because she was mistress of the arts of 
cooking and housekeeping. 

Having attracted and won by your 
charm, the interest and love of a man 
whom your head and heart alike approve, 
marry him by all means, but don’t expect 
too much of your marriage. 

You are human—so is he—so you will 
quarrel at times. Happiness won't drop 
down from the sky on you two without 
effort on your part. Make your husband 
comfortable in his home; adjust yourself 
to him, make a restful background for 
him. 

If you chose a man capable of protec- 
and you do your share 
and charmingly, you will find 
begins with marriage. 
In time you will reach the happy stage 
where neither of you can conceive of life 
as endurable without the other. 


efficiently 


| Dear Betty Jane: 


While you like the young man you are 
| going about with, you are not as yet in 
love with him. Why do you not keep 
him for a friend? Go out about now 
'and then, with other young men you like. 
Tell him frankly that while you value his 


cuicago | friendship, you can’t promise to sacrifice 
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all other friends since you and he are not 
engaged. 

That's fair enough, 
give him the privilege of enjoying the 
companionship of other girls he knows and 
likes. 


isn’t it? Of course, 


Dear Mrs. G. C.: 

It is hard indeed to be ill and also have 
domestic problems to meet. You say that 
you have brooded over your troubles until 
your health is broken down. I suggest, 
my dear, that you cease worrying over 
your affairs and begin to think instead, 
about your many blessings. 

You have two lovely children. You 
yourself are very lovely to look at, despite 
your illness. Your husband is patient with 
you in your sickness and “really seems to 
love” you. Perhaps his unfaithfulness is 
all your own imagination. Happiness and 
good health are the greatest magnet in the 
world, so build up your health, my dear, 
and keep cheery, hopeful and trustful. In 
this way you will find that you can hold 
your husband’s affection and make your 
home the dearest place on earth. 


Dear Jerry: 

Your husband has at least been honest 
with you. He has confessed the truth, 
asked your forgiveness and has tried to 
do right. Surely you will be big enough 
to forgive him and give him another 
chance, if only for the sake of your chil- 
dren and the nineteen years of your mar- 
ried life. 

Do all in your “sagg ag to keep your home 
together and to be a comforting, helpful 
wife. If the other woman writes to you, 
ignore her letters. 


Heartbroken: 
I'm sorry that you and your friend 
quarreled. It seems to me you have done 
all you could do to make matters right, by 
writing him a letter explaining the truth. 

Since you and he are still on speaking 
terms, the next time you meet him, why 
do you not ask him, frankly, whether he 
received your letter. This may lead to a 
few words of conversation which may 
help to put your friendship back on the 
old basis. Since you wish to renew the 
friendship, be very sweet to him when 
you meet him, and in time he may resume 
his visits and attentions. 


Dear Margaret: 

By all means keep both Jim and Bill on 
your list of good friends. But do not 
take your friendships with boys too seri- 
ously, as you are very young. 

Have an affectionate talk with your 
father and explain to him that you are 
lonely for friends of your own age. | 
believe he will permit you to entertain 
girls and boys you like in your own home, 
now and then, when he is able to be at 
home. 

You are a brave girl to try to take the 
place of a mother to your younger sisters 
and brothers. Interest yourself in them 
and in your education for the next few 
years and don’t worry about love affairs. 


Dear Undecided: 


The problem stated in your letter is 


delicate and difficult to solve. Whether 
two persons of different religions can 
marry each other and be happy depends 


on many circumstances. 

Several of the great religions of the 
world forbid their followers to marry out- 
side the faith. Under those circumstances, 
to break the rules of your religion by such 
a marriage, will not count for happiness 
or peace of conscience. 

Besides, persons of different religion 
often have very different backgrounds and 
points of view. 

Do not deceive your parents about this 
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PERSONAL 


Appearance 


is now more than ever 
the key note of success, 
both in social and busi- 
ness life. Bow-legged 
and Knock-Kneed men 
and women, both young 
and old, will be glad to 
hear that my new appli- 
ance will successfully 
straighten, within a short 


time, bow-leggedness 
and knock-kneed legs, 
safely, quickly and per- 
manently, without pain, 
operation or discomfort. 
Worn at night. My new “Lim Straitner,” Model 18, U. S 
Patent, is easy to adjust; its results will soon save you from 
f r humiliation, and improve your personal appearance 
100 per cent (Model 18 is not like old-fashioned splints or 
1 s, with bothersome straps, hard to adjust, but a scientific, 
rn device of proven merit, used and recommended for 

t four years by physicians everywhere 
ite today for particulars, testimonials - my free copy- 


righted physiological and anatomical book which tells you 
how to correct bow and knock-kneed legs without any obli- 
gation. Enclose a dime for postage. 


M. TRILETY, SPECIALIST 
1414-L, W. U. Building, Binghamton, N. Y. 


AGENTS 


Some Seller at | 
Looks Like $5.00 Worth 


Your Profit Over 100% 175 


\, YOU should see this ‘‘Super 8”” Pack- 


PERFUMES. > 

ge. Also our 11 piece Assortment sell- 
TOOTH PASTE. |) ing at $2.00 with 2 piece Carving Set 
¥ACE POWDER, FREE to each customer. No fancy 
FACE CREAMS, talk — ar: Unnecessary. 
SOARS: EXTRACTS uc.) Harris in W.Va. sold 800 in 6 weeks, 


Profit over $100 a Wee! 

MAKE BIG PROFITS 

from the start. What more 

: could \ou ask while in- 

troducing line of 
Soaps, Toilet Arti- 


Food Soest 
emedies, 
the Coin ete., at ATTRACTIVE PRICESt 


100% Profit. 250 Products — All Repeaters. 30 yea 
Market. Write Circulars and UNIQU QUE 


SALES PLANS. AC 
E. M. DAVIS COMPANY, ” Dent. 7648 CHICAGO, ILL, 
REPRODUCTION OF A 


$25 ONYX RINGS198 


Words will not do this beautiful imported ring 
justice. The setting is an unusual example of 
ne oe and is wrought in genuine 
Platinum F,, in stylish basket design. Set in- 
to the black ‘ stone is a gem of dazzling brilli- 
ancy that only a diamond ‘can equal.Ideal gift. @ 
your name. When 

Send No Money arnives, deposit 
$1.98 with your postman. Wear the ring for ~ 
days. Money back if not delighted. 

ONYX IMPORTING CO., Dept. Heights, 


The Irresistible Desir d’Amour 


**LOVE’S DESIRE’”’ 


This mysteriously alluring per- 
fume attracts and fascinates. Rich 
and poor, proud and humble alike 
surrender gladly to its seductive 
charm and gentle magic. Poignant, 
sweet and lingering as one’s first 
kiss. Lends the charm you need to 
be happy in love and social affairs. 
In crystal vial $2.75 and postage. Pay when delivered. 
Lasts for many months. Instructions included. Plain 
wrapper. 

MAGNUS WORKS, Box 12, Varick Sta., New York, Desk S. S. 


DONALD 


Makes it 
Easy to Get 
Out of 
The Rut 


Donald Barton, physical director 
of a great University now oo = 
fully demonstrated and 


“KEY TO THE NEW LIFE” 


Sven ater the firs 
way you feel nthe 
"Ge t You Want,” to 


BARTO STITUTE 
Federal Bidg. TORONTO, Canada, Dept. 12 @ 64 


mind 


| letters? 


| young man, 
truth eventually and your lying will com- 
plicate matters more than ever. 


Dear Dorothy: 

At sixteen it is indeed discouraging to 
| be in love with a young man of twenty- 
| four who treats a with “amused con- 
| tempt” as “only a kid.” 

| You can’t force him to love you, can 
you? All you can do is to continue to 
be your sweet, natural self, treating him 
with sisterly friendliness. Do not refuse 
| his friendship, even though you may have 
to share it with other girls. Who knows, 
but that in years to come, that friendship 
may deepen into a more personal emotion, 
'and his “amused contempt” give place to 
love. Here’s wishing you the best of 
luck, dear. 


| Dear Lovelorn Bubbles: 
The foregoing reply also answers your 
| letter. 


| Dear Betty: 

You were very foolish Betty, to try to 
make your friend jealous. Naturally this 
|led to a misunderstanding. All you can 
'do now is to be very sweet and charming, 
when he comes to see you and encourage 
his friendship in every way you can. 

Your friend is not in a_ position to 
marry you just now, because he is helping 
at home. So perhaps he feels it would not 
be fair to take up too much of your time. 
Keep all your friends, but try to encourage 
this young man, whom you love, to realize 
that you regard him as a very dear and 
valued friend. 


Dear H. E.: 

Why do you got destroy the old love- 
It is foolish to keep letters unless 
they have very special significance. If he 
is worried about these letters, it would be 
only kind and friendly on your part to 
burn or otherwise destroy them in his 
presence, so he need never worry about 
them again. 

As you are not engaged to him, I hardly 
understand what you mean by “giving him 
up”. I would suggest that you take a 
hospital position, and continue to regard 


this young man as a friend, rather than | 


a sweetheart. 


Dear Berniece: 

Since the man to whom you were en- 
gaged refused to marry you at the time 
when you most needed his protection, but 
wishes now to marry you and make a 
home for the baby, it seems to me that if 
you possibly can, my dear, it will be wise 
for you to forgive him and marry him if 
only for the baby’s sake. Your child 
needs a father as well as a mother. 


Dear Worried Betty: 

Your letter asks some puzzling ques- 
tions, doesn’t it? I’m afraid I haven't 
space here to answer them all. My earnest 
advice to you, Betty dear, is, do not marry 
a man you do not love. It isn’t fair to 
yourself or to him, especially when your 
heart belongs to another man. 

Wait awhile. Give yourself a chance 
to forget your former fiance, before think- 
ing of marriage to this man whom you 
like, but distinctly do not love. 

You ask how a girl can be sure a man 
loves her. She can’t be sure, Betty, until 
he proves his love by asking her to be his 
wife. 

You ask whether a man really loves a 
girl he wants to pet and kiss. Not neces- 
sarily. He may just like the petting and 
| kissing. 

I hope, dear Betty, that your problem 
| may work out happily. You are still very 
young and you can afford to wait a year 
or two before thinking of marriage. Good 
luck to you! 


They will only find out the! 


Thousands Can Draw 


CARTOONS 


Who Have Never EvenTried 


Good Cartoonists earn from $60 to far 


over $300 a week. Why tie yourself to 
work that is drudgery when through 
a remarkable noted you can easily 
learn at home in spare time to draw 
cartoons that SELL? 


ANY are earning pitifully small salaries who 

could make wonderful salaries in cartoon- 

ing. Briggs, Fox, Fisher, Goldberg and 
other leading cartoonists earn more than the Presi- 
dent of many concerns. Yet a few years ago many 
of our most successful cartoonists never dreamed they 
could draw a good cartoon! 


The World’s Easiest, Pleasantest 
and Best Paying Profession 

Just watch a cartoonist work. A few little lines—a cou- 
ple of simple curves—a splash of black here and there— 
and then you see a splendid cartoon before you. With a 
few strokes of his pen, he has taken some little incident of 
his day's experience—some humorous or sad scene he has 
witnessed—and produced a wonderful cartoon. 

Quick Easy Way to Learn Cartooning 

| This fascinating ability to draw cartoons can now 
easily be yours—this ability which can mean so much real 
pleasure and profit to you. Through a wonderful method 
you receive right at home through the mail a complete 
training in Cartoon Making, and personal corrections on 
all of your work by successful commercial cartooning 
instructors. 

With their help, you can in an amazingly short time, learn 
to draw the comic strips, humorous, political and ani- 
mated cartoons which are in such big demand. 


Learn More About Cartooning 
Send for FREE BOOK 


Never have cartoons been so popular. Millions of 
dollars were spent last year on cartoons of all kinds—and 
every week newspapers increase the amount of cartoons 
used. Get full details on the amazing opportunities in 
this fast growing field of Cartooning and full information 
on this remarkable home study be aoe Mail coupon for 
FREE BOOKLET foday. A NGTON SCHOOL 
OF CARTOONING, 9612- D, 1113—15th St., 
N. W., Washington, D. 


WASHINGTON SCHOOL OF CARTOONING, 

Room 9612-D,1113—15th St.,N.W.,Washington,D.C, 
» send me without obligation your illustrated 
FRE BOOKLET on Cartooning and details of 
Attractive Offer. 


“(Write name plainiy—State Mr., Mrs. or Miss) 

City State... 

If under 16 years, please state 


BUCHSTEIN’S FIBRE LIMB 


is soothing to your stump—strong, 
cool, neat, light. Guaranteed § 
years. Easy payments. 

Send for catalog today. 


Also fibre arms and 
braces for all deformities. 


W. BUCHSTEIN CO., 610 Third Ave., South, Minneapolis, Minn. 


Musical 50 


Radi 

Ring! 
Over one million ROSS-RADIO RINGS sold last year at 
one dollar. Now, at 50c, this amazing ring is selling 
twice as fast. It is crystal radio receiver as well as an 


attractive jewel. Receives local stations clearly. Sold 
on a money-back guarantee. 
American Bazaar, Inc., Dept. S-12, 640 Broadway, New York City 
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Mystery Circle 
Seals 


A queer little circular de- 
vice — weighing no more | 
than 1/25th of an ounce 

has astounded Amer-! 
ican Scientists with its re- | 
markable results on thou- | 
sands of ruptured cases, | 
years standing. It com- 


even of 
pletely does away with the necessity of wear- 
ing steel springs, hard cushions, leg straps | 


many 


uncomfortable harness in thou- 
sands of cases. New hope and relief from 
old fashioned cruel ox-harness. It gently 
supports the rupture without severe pres- 
sure, and cannot slip off, because it operates | 
on a revolutionary new principle, entirely | 
different from ordinary rupture devices. 


and other 


This amazing new invention is the achievement of a | 
well-known American scientist who for many years 
has made an intensive study of rupture cases. He 
frankly admits that there may be an occasional case 
of severe rupture which cannot be aided by his or any 
other device. But his tests have convinced him that 
this startling new device can bring relief to as high as 
90°% of ruptured cases. Dr. J. B. Walkinshaw, W. 
Va., writes: “I have never seen anything before that 
so sets the stage to help nature cure a reducible rup- 
ture. Magie Dot is an entirely new departure and 
pleasantly comfortable." Hundreds of others say | 
the same | 


GET YOURS 


FOR 


INSPECTION FREE! 


The inventor offers to send this device for free in- 
spection to any one interested. He will also accom- 
pany it with actual testimonials from people who 
have used it and found it to be all that is claimed for 
it. And, finally, he will include a complete explana- 
tion of his revolutionary new method of reducing 
rupture. No obligation. Simply mail this coupon. | 


| 
NEW SCIENCE INSTITUTE | 
5831 Clay St., Steubenville, Ohio. | 


| FREE INSPECTION 
OFFER 


New Science Institute, 

5831 Clay St., Steubenville, Ohio 
Yes, send me your free inspection offer without 

obligating me. 


Name. 
Address 


City State 


7 My Love Could See No Wrong 


[Continued from page 69] 


“T send her more money than 
away, but I haven't had 
| apologize. Because 
of your attitude, my mother shall thank 
you for a son, returned to her! And as 
for your mission in New York, why count 
me in as a big, protective brother, and, 
between us, we'll rescue this boy from 
himself! There’s my hand, on it, will you 
shake ?” 

So did I make a friend of Gifford Nor- 
den. 

On arriving at the huge depot in New 
York, Gifford, (for at his request I had 
stopped calling him “Mr. Norden,’) put 
me in a taxi. 

“Don't forget,” he 
need advice, money, influence, 
you are to come to me, little sister. 
or day, you can rely on me.’ 

As | drove uptown to Gertrude Mas- 
ter’s apartment on the upper West Side, 
I wondered if I should have any difficulty 
with Sanford, if | should ever have to 
call on Gifford Norden to help me. 

Gertrude was at home when I arrived 
at her small apartment. | had telegraphed 
that she could expect me but had not given 
her the time of my arrival. She greeted 
me with open arms, and put me on a 
couch in the prettily furnished living 
room to rest, while she told me what she 
knew about Sanford. 

He had, it seemed, quickly lost the job 


whisper. 
she can throw 
time to visit her. 


“that if you 
anything, 
Night 


said, 


he had secured down town. He was 
drunk nearly all the time. He was, she 
believed, gambling with erratic stocks, 


sometimes winning, more often losing. 

“And,” I asked looking straight into 
Gertrude’s brown eyes, “is he faithful to 
the girl he wants to marry?” 


ERTRUDE answered just as directly. 

“I saw him at a cabaret, ‘The Roman- 
off Tavern’, where they have a ‘hostess’ 
and several ‘assistant hostesses’,” she ex- 
plained, “and he seemed to have a crush 
on some girl.” 

I broke in to tell her of my new friend, 
Gifford Norden, and of how he had told 
me that his divorced wife was the hostess 
at this very place. 

“Weil, if Mr. Norden goes there, you 
will see him soon,” Gertrude answered, 
“because as far as I know, Sanford is 
there every evening of his life. I'll get 
Bob Lawson, whom I'm half thinking of 
marrying when I get good and ready, to 
take us both to ‘The Romanoff Tavern. 
Then you can see for yourself.” 

I forced myself to be smiling and gay 
when, about half past eleven, Bob Lawson, 
who was devoted to Gertrude, drove us 
downtown into the whitelight section. 

The cab turned from Broadway into a 
gloomy, rather dirty street. We went up 
some dirty brown steps into a still dirtier 
house. Bob rang. The door opened and 
a tall man in a Russian costume glanced 
suspiciously at us. Recognizing Bob and 
Gertrude, his expression changed to one 
of welcome. We followed him down a 
flight of dirty stairs, and across a dirty 
stone paved passage. The whole atmos- 
phere was one of dirt and = squalor. 
Then we passed into a vast underground 
room, where draperies and mural decora- 
tions had changed what had once been a 
cellar into a scene of beauty and gaiety. 
Little tables lined the walls with soft, 
couchlike benches behind them. A pol- 


ished dance floor gleamed like a pool of 
water in the center. An orchestra was 
playing the latest dance hit. 
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The place, 


at that comparatively early hour, was only 
half full, but everyone there was in cve- 
ning dress, while the hostess, her 
tants and the waiters were colorfull; 
turned out in Russian costumes. 

As we sat down at a table where I 
could watch the door, | particularly no- 
ticed the hostess. She was tall, dark, 
beautiful, and I guessed about thirty. She 
had taken back her own name and was 
known as “Zona White.” 

“It's a bit too early to expect a high 
flier like Sanford,” Gertrude whispered 
to me. “This place doesn’t begin to 
cheer up much before one or half past.” 


assis- 


[¢ WAS precisely at two that Sanford 
entered. I saw instantly three things, 
that he was drunk, that he was unhappy 
and that he was not alone. 

A beautiful girl with Titian red hair and 
blue eyes was his companion. 

“That,” whispered Gertrude, “is one of 
the most notorious chorus girls on Broad- 
way, Gloria Carey. I wonder why she is 
playing about with Sanford. What he has 
left can be only chicken feed in her eyes.” 

At that moment my eyes met Sanford’s! 

For a second or two he hesitated. Then 
he established Gloria Carey at a table, 
whispered something to her and came di- 
rectly across the room to my table. 

“Agnes!” he said. “Of all people!” 

My heart was beating so quickly that | 
could almost hear it. He spoke to Ger- 
trude and was introduced to Bob Lawson. 

“T can’t join you tonight,” he said avoid- 
ing my gaze. “I have a guest with me. 
Can I see you tomorrow, Agnes?” 

“You can find me at Gertrude’s,” I an- 
swered smilingly though I felt unhappier 
than ever before in my life. 

“Then tomorrow morning, I'll be up 
there,” Sanford said, and he walked back 
to his own table. 

Shortly after Sanford had entered, the 
door was opened to admit Gifford Norden, 
and I thought that in evening dress he 
seemed more distinguished looking than 
ever. He caught sight of me at once and 
came straight over to where I| was sitting. 
I told him why I was there. 

At that moment Zona came up to our 
table and her ex-husband greeted her 
cheerily. He introduced me and said that 
he wanted her to do everything in her 
power to help me, should I need any- 
thing. 

Gertrude had to be up the next day 
and at work and so about three o'clock 
we left the cabaret. As I passed Sanford’s 
table, he rose unsteadily on his legs. H« 
said something drunkenly about the next 
day, and then we were out and driving 
home through the clean night air. 

“Give him up!” Gertrude advised when 
we were alone together in her apartment. 
“He's a weakling and will never be worth 
anything. Give him up!” 


“He's weak, but that’s all!” I defended. 
nothing basically wrong with 
him.” 


wrong in any- 
“You're the 


“You never did see any 
body !” Gertrude complained. 
girl who can’t see wrong!” 

The next morning about half past 
eleven, when I was alone in the apart- 
ment, Sanford came to see me. 

“You had better give me up,” he said 
when I had greeted him. He sat down 
on the couch, leaning his head in his hands 
and staring moodily at the carpet. “I’m a 
failure, Agnes. I have gone too far now 
for me ever to pull up. I’m—I'm not the 
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and $15 a Day Pay 


t Want to wear three fine Silk ne 
Wool Ties free? My 
amazing plan makes it easy for you to 
dojthat, and to make $15.00 a day 

7 just showing outfit and writing or- 
ders. Beautiful array of patterns 


, and colors, made of best quality 
4 materials. Ties sell at low factory 
price. You collect big commissions 


in advance. 
SELLING OUTFIT FREE 
4 No capital or experience needed to make big 
money from start. ry you how. James 


W. A. Nash NAWCO NECKWEAR CO., Inc. 
Dept. 12-A Covington, Kentucky 


) Be one of the lucky thousands 
- to wear the marvelously hued 


1 14 

weird Gold Test Ring. Rem 
iniscent of powerful Hindu Charm and 
Talisman, and women. $2.75 and 
postage. Money-Back Guarantee. Gems"—how to know and 
wear them sent FREE. Send No *- When Delivered. 
MAGNUS WORKS. Box 12, Varick Sta., New York. Desk 8S 


FREE Book on 
Deafness 


Write today for 168 page FREE book 

\ = fullparticularsandtestimonials 

undreds of grateful users whose 

hearing has been restored by useofour 
“little wireless phones for theears."* 


Wilson Commen-Benes Ear Drums 
uire no medicine but effectively replace what is 


= simple devices, which the wearer easily fits into the 
ears where they are invisible. Soft, safe and comfortable. 


117 "Yodd Buliding LOUISVILLE. KY, 


Earn $18 to $60 a week RETOUCH-:® 
ING photos, Men or women. Noselling 
or canvassing. We teach you, guarantee 
employmentand furnishWORKING OUT- 
FIT FREE. Limited offer. Write today. 
Artcraft Studios, Dept. 35, 3900 Sheridan Rd., Chicage 


BE A MAGICIAN! 


Gaze into your mysterious CRYSTALBALL. 
Tell your friends all the intimate things 
about them that you ‘“‘see’’ there. You will 
thrill them. A wonderful game. FREE book 


money or pay postman. (Ball in 2 sizes: 

2.25 and $3.25.) Give birth date with your 

= get a FREE horoscope. Order 
CRYSTALL BALL CO. 

901 Broadway, Dept. 461, N. Y. C. 


BIRTHSTONE RING FREE 


To cet ac painted 

with you we will send is be vautiful Ring 

only 15 cts. help Dept. 18 Writets 
un 8, 

joston, Mas: 


WRIST WATCH 


Deiaty Watch Fiatinom 
ish, Jewelled Mov 


18 voll at po uid 
‘erfume to sell at 165 cts. a 

ey bottle, and our” Easy Plan 
TRUST You “==> for getting this Handsome 


Watch. 
COLUMBIA NOVELTY CO., Dept. 1852, East Boston, Mass. 


leat Ins 
Forest Ranger investigator 
File Clerk Stenographer-Typist 
Matron Immigrant Inspector 
General Clerk Cit ail Carrier 
Chauffeur-Carrier U. 8. Border Pai 
Skill Typist 
Watchman Seamstress 
Postmaster Steno-Secretary 
Auditor 


Mr. Ozment, Dept. 409 St. Louis, Mo. 

Send me particulars about positions marked ““X” 

—salaries, locations, opportunities, etc. 


ADDRESS. 


| fully made up. 


fellow you used to know. 
hind when I came East.” 

“It’s never too late,” I begged him. 
“Come home with me today! Sanford, 
it’s never too late to say that you've made 
a mistake and call it a day!” 

I pleaded with him for over an hour, 
but I could not shake him out of that 
mood. He was, he insisted, ruined and 
done for. Nothing I could say made any 
difierence although he still stuck to it 
that he loved me “after his fashion.” 

I sat wondering what I could do after 
Sanford had left me. Then quite suddenly 
I had an idea. If it were true that he 
still cared for me, then surely he would 
abandon his way of living if by so doing 
he could save not only himself but me! 
No sooner had I thought of it than I put 
my idea into practice. A telephone call 
to Gifford Norden, a call back from him 
a little later on, and it was all arranged! 


HAT very evening Sanford received a 

shock, for on entering ‘The Romanoff 
Tavern’ about midnight, he was received 
| one of the assistant hostesses and I 
was that assistant. I showed him and 
the Titian haired girl to their table! I 
pretended that I hardly knew him, and 
the game was on! 

Gifford Norden arrived shortly after- 
wards as arranged, and it was at his table 
that I sat for the rest of the evening in 
full sight of Sanford Hill! How I 
“flirted” with Gifford! How I drank 
high-ball after high-ball, which by previous 
arrangement with Zona White, were made 
of nothing more intoxicating than a little 
cold tea and White Rock! But I played 
it for all I was worth, and about four in 
the morning, just before Sanford was 
ready to go, I was supported out of the 
cabaret, leaning “drunkenly” on Gifford’s 
arm! 

As I expected, I received a visit from 
Sanford the next morning. I was care- 
fy face was white and 
there were deep circles under my eyes! 
I looked terrible, but vanity had seen to 
it that I was not unattractive with my 
strange pallor. 

He pleaded with me for some time, but 
to no purpose. If he would give up his 
life and come West with me, then I was 
quite willing to go with him, but as long 
as he preferred that kind of an existence, 


then what was good enough for him was | 


equally good for me! And I stuck to it. 

I didn’t see him that night, or the next, 
but the night after that, while as usual 
I was sitting at Gifford’s table, Sanford 
came in. He was with a party of five 
other people, dissipated youths and fast 
looking girls. 

Almost at once, I got up and moved 
towards the door on Gifford Norden’s 
arm. While Gifford was getting his coat, 
Sanford came rushing up to me. 

“Still at it!” he whispered angrily. 
“You'll be sorry you didn’t stop in time!” 

“I’m leaving here,” I told him. I paused 
artistically before adding: “I want the 
toys of life, and Gifford’s going to give 
them to me,” and with a laugh I passed 
out of the place. 

Outside, Gifford’s chauffeur was waiting 
with his car. He handed me into the 
luxurious interior and Gifford followed 
me. We drove to his apartment. 

An elevator swept us up to the twelfth 
floor and a Japanese servant admitted us 
into a luxuriously furnished apartment. 
I stepped into a living room where, before 
an open fire, a table was set out with a 
cold supper and some champagne. Doors 
at one end of the room led to another. 

We were sitting at the table when 
the door-bell rang. I heard the Jap 


| go to answer it, and a moment later San- 
' ford, wild-eyed, dashed into the room, 


I left him be-} 


“The Boss Didn't Even 
Know My Name” 


“He said my face was more or less 
familiar and he remembered seeing me 
around, but he didn’t even know my 
name until the I. C. S. wrote him that 
George Jackson had enrolled for a 
course of home study and was doing 

e work. 

“*Who’s George Jackson?’ he asked. 
Lange he looked me up. Told me he 

lad to see I was ambitious. Said 
he'd eep his eye on me. 

“He did too. Gave me my chance 
when Frank Jordan was sent out on the 
road. I was promoted over older men 
who had been with the firm for years. 

“My spare-time studying helped me 
to get that job and to keep it after I 
got it. It certainly was a lucky day for 
me when I signed that I. C. S. coupon.” 


How much longer are you going to wait before 
you take the step that will bring you advancement 
and more money? 

It takes only a moment to mark and mail this 
coupon_and send it to the International Correspon- 
dence Schools at Scranton. Isn’t it betier to do this 
today than to wait a year or five years and then 
wish you had? 


Mail the e Coupon for Free Booklet — 


"INTERNATIONAL “CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
Box 6258-G, Scranton, Penna. 
Oldest and largest correspondence schools in the world 
Without cost, please tell me how I can qualify for the 
position or in the subject before which I have marked an X: 


BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 


)Business Management ()Salesmanship 

Industrial Management DiAdvertising 

Personnel Organization CoBetter Letters 

Traffic Management C)Show Card Lettering 
Business Law C)Stenography and Typing 
Banking and Banking Law CL)Business English 
Accountancy (including C.P.A,) Civil Service 

Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish O French Illustrating 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
O Electrical Engineer: Archi! 

Electric Lighting 
Mechanical Engineer 
Mechanical Draftsman 
(Machine Shop Practice 

©) Railroad Positions 

()Gas Engine Operating 
Civil Engineer 
Surveying and 


)Architects’ Blueprints 
Contractor and Builder 
Architectural Draftsman 
Concrete Builder 
Structural Engineer 
Chemistry () Pharmacy 
Automobile Work 
Airplane Engines 


Metallurgy ON Agriculture and Poultry 
Steam Engineering Radio CJ Mathematics 
Street 
Address 


Occupation. 
If you reside in Canada, send this ‘coupon to the Interna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal 


carn bis money through Charles 
McNeil’ 8 ome 
Ranjo Course. Simple as A ae has all tech- 
nical requirements. Includes 2 
ords, strokes, ** 
chords. by Charles McNeil, 
ones-Brunswick Records. y pay- 


Tener institute 
1621 N. Lincotn St. 


ASK\FOR FREE BANJO OF FER NOW! 
MIDGET NAME CARDS 


THE LATEST NOVELTY 50c. Per Book 
Each book contains 50 perfect little name = size 
1%4x%4, in genuine leather case. Choice 
of black, tan, green or red. A perfect 
Z my, name card. Name in old English type. 

Price complete 50c. Send stamps, coin 
or money order. Satisfaction guaranteed 
or money refunded. Agents Wanted. 


MIDGET CARD 
6 S. Second Street Pa. 
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Prepare at home for 
a well-paid drafting job 


| pedageer you put your time and money into any kind of train- 
ing, make sure there are plenty jobs to be had when you're 
ready for them. That’s why men go into Drafting. 70,000 jobs ad- 
vertised in 12 months. Big salaries. Fascinating, easy work. 
short hours and unlimited opportunities for advancement to 
executive positions. Here’s “white collar work” that con- 
trols all building, manufacturing, public works. Called the 
Ideal Profession for Men because it offers the greatest op- 
portunities for success. 


Drafting Made 
Easy for You 


We have developed a new, 
one-step-at-a-time method 
which makes Drafting prin- 
ciples easy to understand. 
Even men with only com- 
mon schooling make rapid 
progress with this instruc- 
tion. Right from the very 
beginning you do actual 
Drafting room jobs. And by 
a wonderful new system you 
learn without copying, you 


Real Draftsmen 
SPECIALIZE 


The big money in Drafting 
goes to men who specialize 
in Machine Design, or Elec- 
trical Drafting, or Architec- 
tural Drafting, or Structural, 
or Automotive. It isn’t 
enough merely to know gen- 
eral Drafting practice. You 
must know how to calculate 
and design and plan original work 
to fill the kind of Drafting posi- 
tion that pays $60 to $125 a 
week. The American School, for 
29 years a leading institution 


Complete Professional Outfit Given 
These standard instruments, board, 
table, triangles, T Square, ink, pro- 
tractor, etc., given without charge, 


teaching Engineering by home- 
study methods, now includes this 
specialized training In the com- 
plete Drafting course. 


see why every step is done, 
and so you become a Drajfts- 
man, not a tracer. 


Training 


will make 
this contract 
with you 


V THEN you enroll for 


my home-training in 
DRAFTING, I agree to 
give you: 
1. Complete instruction by 
my new practice method. 


2. Costly professional outfit 
shown above. 

3.I WILL HELP YOU 
GET A GOOD JOB 
AND A RAISE IN 
PAY— 

4. Or I'll re- 
fund every 
centof your 
money. 


O. C. MILLER a 


No-Profit Price 


Easy Terms 

This wonderful, more com- 
plete, simplified, rapid, up- 
to-date instruction in Dratt- 
ing offered at very low tui- 
tion, easily within reach of 
the untrained man who 
needs it. Small monthly pay- 
ments make it easy for vou 
to prepare for a fine Draft- 
ing position at a big increase 
over your present salary. 


Backed With 
Nation-wide 


Free Job Service 


The American School now offers 
its students and graduates, with- 
out cost, the services of an effi- 
‘cient Employment Department 
which keeps in touch with the 
employers of Draftsmen all over 
the United States. We have placed hundreds of men in good 
Drafting positions. The demand for Draftsmen in all lines at 
all times exceeds the supply. This is the work to get into. I 
will show you how, and help you make a success of it, Real 
Draftsmen go quickly to the top with the backing of this mil- 
lion-dollar Institution. 


Look into this o ity. Get my free 
book, Job and Raise offer quick! Let me 
show you how to turn part of your spare 
time into real training and for a real job 


Mail this coupon for my amazing offer! 


. C. MILLER, Director of Extension Work 
t.D-9252 Drexel Ave. 


American School, Dep 
and 58th Street, Chicago 

Please send me Free Drafting Book, Job 
and Raise offer and complete information 
about preparing for a tine Drafting Job at 
home in spare time. 


0. C. MILLER 
Director of Extension Work 


American School 


Dept. D-9251 { 
i 


Drexel Ave. and 58th St, 
CHICAGO 


Gifford rose to face him and the mo- 
ment was tense with silent drama. 

“Agnes,” Sanford said brokenly, 
darling! An. | too late?” 

‘Too late tor what?” I asked coldly, 
though my heart was aching for him, © 

“Too late to save you from yourself!” 
Sanford answered. “Too late to save yoy 
from this fellow?’ 

“And,” I went on quietly with a glance 
at Gifford, “if you are not too late, and 
promise nothing, then what, Sanford?” 


GNORING Gifford’s presence, Sanford 


“my 


flung himself down beside me “Listen 
my darling listen,” he said brokenly. “It's 


all my fault—my weakness! I came here 
and somehow got into that night life and 
| sank—and—and—” He was talking in 
broken sentences from sheer emotion. 
“I—I began to drink and to sink lower 
—and lower. Then—then you came and 
I thought—felt I could never reach your 
level again. But now, when I see that | 


|have dragged you down so that you will 


sell vourself for this man’s wealth, Agnes, 
1 know what I have done. Dear one, 
come, come back with me now. I haven't 
much left of what I inherited, but | have 
enough to buy a share in Uncle's farm, 
Come back with me before it’s too late 
for you to go!” 

At that moment, Gifford, walking to the 
back of the room, threw open the door, 
Seated within was a quaint little old lady, 

“My mother!” He stooped and kissed 
the silver hair. “She is here—because 
through Agnes’ sweetness, her influence, 
I realized how I had neglected her all 
these long years. So, I sent for her, and 
she arrived last night. Had my thoughts 
of Agnes been other than pure, do you 
think you would find my mother here? 
That is your answer to your question if 
it is too late for Agnes to return home!” 

We gathered around the old lady’s, 
chair, while I explained to Sanford how 
the whole thing had been staged to make 
him come to his senses. I had pretended 
to drink, to flirt with Gifford, just so that 
Sanford might learn where his example 
might drive me. 

“And, my boy!” the old lady said with 
a smile, “you forgot someone else!” 

Then I perceived that Zona White had 

quietly entered the room. 
Because of this child,” the old lady 
went on, patting my hand, “Zona and my 
boy have kissed and made up! They are 
to be remarried tomorrow!” 

“But we,” Sanford said, as he caught 
me close to him, and kissed me _ before 
them all, “will wait to be married until 
we get back to the big out of doors! 
We'll ride to Church, darling,” he added 
looking down into my eyes. “You on your 
favorite mare! I promised you a twelve 
cylinder car, but I think you'll like the 
out of door way best!” 

And that’s just what we did do the day 
after Mother welcomed us home! Nor 
have I ever regretted that I fought for 
and saved my man, or that Gertrude still 
laughingly refers to me as “The Girl who 
couldn't see wrong!” 


WANT to answer some of the wives 

and husbands who are writing of their 
marital troubles. It might almost seem 
that no marriage is successful. I know 
better. I have been married many years 
and I am telling you the truth out of my 
heart when I write “I'm the Happiest 


| Wife in the World.” I want you readers 
to know that there is one woman who is 
glad she married. You will know why 


when you read my story in January 
Smart Ser. 


